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PROLOGUE 



A STRAIGHT stretch of dusty Norman road 
dappled with grotesque shadows of the ancient 
apple-trees that, bent as if in patient endurance of 
the weight of their thick-set scarlet fruit, edged it on 
both sides. 

Under one of the trees, his back against its gnarled 
trunk, sat an old man playing a cracked fiddle. 

He played horribly, wrenching discords from the 
poor instrument, grinning with a kind of vacant 
malice as it shrieked aloud in agony, and rolling in 
their scarred sockets his long-blind eyes. 

Beside him, his tongue hanging out, his head bent, 
sat a yellow dog with a lead to his collar. Far and 
wide there was to be seen no other living thing, 
and in the apple-scented heat the screeching of the 
violin was like the resentful cries of some invisible 
creature being tortured. 

''Papillon, man ami!* said the old man, ceasing 
playing for a moment, " we are wasting time ; the 
shadows are coming. See the baby shadow apple- 
trees creeping across the road." 

The yellow dog cocked an ear and said nothing. 

" Time should never be lost, petit ckien jaune — 
never be lost." 

Then with a shrill laugh he ground his bow deep 
into the roughened strings, and the painful music 
began again. 

The yellow dog closed his eyes. . . . 
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viii THE HALO 

Suddenly far down the road appeared a low cloud 
of white dust, advancing rapidly, and until it was 
nearly abreast of the fiddler, noiselessly ; and then, 
with the cessation of a quick padding sound of bare 
feet, appeared a small black-smocked boy, his sabots 
under his arm, his face white with anger. 

" Stop it ! " he cried, " stop it ! " 

The old man turned. " Stop what, little seigneur," 
he asked, with surly amusement " Does the high 
road belong to you ? " 

" You must stop it, I say, I cannot bear it" 

The fiddler rose and danced about, scraping more 
hideously than before. " Ho, ho," he laughed, " ho, 
ho, ho, ho 1 " 

The child threw his arms over his head in a gesture 
of unconscious melodrama. " I cannot bear it — you 
are hurting it — I — I will kill you if you do not stop." 
And he flew at his enemy, using his close-cropped 
bullet-head as a battering-ram. 

For some seconds the absurd battle continued, and 
then, as unexpectedly as he had begun it, the boy 
gave it up, and as the fiddler laughed harshly, and 
the fiddle screeched, threw himself on the warm, 
dusty grass and cried aloud. 

There was a pause, after which, in silence, the old 
man groped his way to the boy and knelt by him. 
" Hush, man petit," he beseeched, " old Luc-Arge is a 
monster to tease you. Do not cry, do not cry." 

A curious apple, leaning over to listen, fell from its 
bough and dropped with a thud into the grass. 

The little Norman sat up. " I am not crying," he 
declared, turning a brown, pugnacious face towards 
his late foe, " see, there are no tears." 
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The man touched his cheeks and eyelids delicately 
with his dirty fingers. "True — no tears. But — 
why, why did you — " 

*' I was screaming because that noise was so 
horrible." 

" And — that noise gave you pain ? " 

Bullet-Head frowned. Like all Normans, he re- 
sented his mental privacy being intruded on by 
questions. 

** Not pain ; it gives me a horrible, hollow feeling 
in my inside," he admitted grudgingly, "just under 
the belt" 

After a moment he added, his dark eyes fixed 
angrily on the violin, "I hate violins; they are 
dreadful things. M. Chalumeau had one. I broke 
it." 

The blind man laughed gratingly. " Because it 
made such a horrible noise ? " 

" Yes." 

Another pause, and then the man's expression of 
vacant malice turned to one pitiful to see; one of 
indistinct yearning. " Give it to me," he muttered, 
" they say I am half-mad, and perhaps I am, but — I 
think I could play once — " The yellow dog snapped 
at a fly, and his master turned towards him, adding, 
" Before your time, Papillon, long before." 

The bow touched the strings once or twice gently 
and ineffectively, and then, his lips twitching, his eye- 
lids as much closed as the scars on their lids allowed 
them to be, he began to play. 

It was the playing of one who had forgotten nearly 
ever)rthing of his art, but it was sweet and true and 
strangely touching. To the boy it was a miracle. 
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He listened with the muscles of his face drawn tight, 
in an effort at self-control unusual in such a child, 
his square brown hands digging convulsively into 
the dry earth under the grass beside him. And as 
the shadows of the trees crept over the road, and 
the oppressive heat began to relent a little, the 
plaintive music went on and on, and scant, painful 
tears stood on the player's face. 

At last he stopped, and frowning in a puzzled way, 
said hoarsely, " What is the matter, Papillon, where 
have we got to ? " 

The dog's tail stirred in answer, and at the same 
moment the other listener burst into loud, emotional 
sobs, and the old man remembered. "That's it, 
that's it It's the boy who made me remember — ' Te 
rappelUs tu, te rappelUs — tu, ma Toinon}' Why do 
you cry little boy ? Why do you cry ? " 

The boy dried his eyes on his smock sleeve. 

"It — I am ten, too big to cry," he returned, with 
the evasion bom in him of his race, adding with the 
frankness peculiar to his own personality, " but I did 
cry. It was beautiful." 

The old man rose, and took up the dog's lead. 
" Beautiful ? Yes. There was a time — " He paused 
for a second. " What is your name, little one ? " 

" Victor-Marie Joyselle." 

"Eh b'en, Victor-Marie Joyselle, listen to me. 
When you have learned to play the violin — " but 
Bullet Head interrupted him. 

" How do you know that 1 mean to learn to play 
the violin? "he queried, drooping the outer corners 
of his eyelids in quick suspicion, " I did not say so." 

" 1 know. And when you have learned, remember 
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me. And never let anything — come here that I may 
put my hand on your head that you do not forget — 
never let anything — duty, pleasure, money, or — or a 
woman — come between you and your music." 

The boy stared seriously into the strange face bent 
over him, the face from which so much that was bad 
seemed for the moment to have been swept away by 
the luminousness of the idea that had come to the 
half-idiotic brain. 

" * Duty, pleasure, money, or — ' " 

" Or a woman" cried the fiddler, his face contorting 

with anger, ''God curse them all" — muttering and 

frowning he jerked at his dog. "Come, Papillon, 

come ; we must be getting on, it is late. Pefii ckien 

jauniy petit chienjaune^ — " 

The dog trotting discreetly at the end of the taut 
lead, the old man slouched up the road, brandishing 
his violin aimlessly and talking aloud as he went. 

''I ask myself," said the little Norman, "how he 
knew^ 

Then, for he was no longer in haste, he stepped 
into his green sabots and started homeward, biting 
into the apple that had listened. 
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in an effort at self-control unusual in such a child, 
his square brown hands digging convulsively into 
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the oppressive heat began to relent a little, the 
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me. And never let anything — come here that I may 
put my hand on your head that you do not forget — 
never let anything — duty, pleasure, money, or— or a 
woman — come between you and your music." 

The boy stared seriously into the strange face bent 
over him, the face from which so much that was bad 
seemed for the moment to have been swept away by 
the luminousness of the idea that had come to the 
half-idiotic brain. 
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me. And never let anything — come here that I may 
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The boy stared seriously into the strange face bent 
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THE HALO 

PART I 

CHAPTER I 

THE Earl of Kingsmead lay flat on his stomach 
on the warm, short grass by the carp-pond, 
and studied therein the ponderous manoeuvres of an 
ancient fish, believed by the people thereabouts to 
be something over two hundred years old. Carp 
had a great charm for Lord Kingsmead; so had 
electricity ; so had toads ; so had buns, and stable- 
boys, and pianolas, and armour, and curates and 
chocolates. 

Everything was full of interest to this interesting 
nobleman, and the most beautiful part of it was that 
there was beyond Kingsmead and the very restricted 
area of London that he had hitherto been allowed 
to investigate, a whole world full of things strange, 
undreamed-of, delightful, and, best of all, dangerous, 
to the study of which he meant to dedicate every 
second of the time that spread between that moment 
as he lay on the grass and the horrid hour when he 
should be carried to the family vault surrounded by 
sobbing relations. 

For Tommy Kingsmead was one of those most 
unusual persons who understand the value of life as 
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it dribbles through their fingers in seconds, instead of, 
like most people, losing the vibrant present in a 
useless (because invariably miscalculated) study of 
the future. 

This morning he had devoted to a keen investiga- 
tion of several matters of palpitating interest. 

Had Fledge, the butler, who had apparently been 
at Kingsmead since the beginning of the world, any 
teeth, or did his flexible, long lips hide only 
gums? Until that day the problem had never sug- 
gested itself to Pledge's master, but when it did, it 
roused in him a passion of curiosity that had to be 
satisfied, after the failure of a series of diplomatic 
attempts, by the putting of a plain question. 

" I say. Fledge." 

" My lord ? " 

" — You never do really open your mouth, you 
know — except, I suppose, when you eat — " 

" Yes, my lord." 

"You just, well — fumble with your lips. So — I 
say. Fledge, have you any teeth ? " 

And Fledge, possibly because he was a man of 
principle, but probably also because he suspected 
that his master's next words might take the form of 
an order to open hit mouth, told the truth. He had 
three teeth only. 

" And look here, Fledge, why do William's toes 
turn out at such a fearful angle !■ " 

Fledge's heart was in the plate-closet at that 
moment, but his patience was monumental. 

" I don't know, my lord — unless it's because 'e's 
only just left off" being knife-boy — they get used to 
standing at the sink a-washing up, my lord, and 
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William's feet is large, so I dessay he turned 'is toes 
out in order to get near and not splash." 

This elucidation appeared plausible as well as in- 
teresting to Kingsmead, and he felt that in learning 
something of the habits of the genus knife-boy, he 
had added to his stock of human information, which 
he undoubtedly had. 

Then at lunch there had been the little matter of 
Bicky's dressmaker's bill. The mater had been her 
Grossest, and Bicky her silentest, and the bill, dis- 
cussed in French, a disgusting and superfluous 
language, the acquirement of which Kingsmead 
had used much skill in evading, lay on the table. It 
lay there, forgotten, after the two ladies had left the 
room, but Kingsmead was a gentleman. So, later, he 
had sought out his sister and coaxed her into telling 
him the hair-raising sum to which amounted the 
" two or three frocks " she had had that summer. 

He had also learned that Mr Yelverton, Carron, 
the Newlyns^ and Theo Joyselle were coming that 
afternoon, and what the reed reason was that had 
made the Frenshaws wire they could not come. It 
had not at all surprised him to hear that the reason 
given in the wire was utterly false, for, like other 
people, Kingsmead was bound by his horizon. 

On the whole, his day had been a busy one, and 
the valuable acquisitions of knowledge that I have 
mentioned, together with a few scraps of information 
on stable and garage matters, had brought him quite 
comfortably up to four o'clock, when, as he idled 
across the lawn, that rum old carp had caught, and 
held, his eye. 

It was a very warm day in October, a day most 
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unusual in its mellow beauty ; soft sunshine lay on 
the lawD and lent splendour to the not very large 
Tudor house off to the left 

The air of gentle, self-satisfied decrepitude worn 
by the old place was for the moment lost, and it 
looked new, clean-cut and almost gaudy, as it must 
havedone in the distant days when it was young. It 
was a becoming day for the ancient building, as 
candle-light is becoming to an old beauty and brings 
back a fleeting and pathetic air of youth to her still 
lovely features. 

Above, the slcy was very blue, and the ruminating 
silence was broken only by the honk-honk of a dis- 
tant motor. The carp, impeded in his lethargic pro- 
gress by the thick stem of a water-lily, had stood still 
(if a fish can be said to stand) for a century — nearly 
five minutes— his silly old nose pointing stubbornly 
at the obstacle. 

" // won't move, so you'll have to," observed Kings- 
mead, wriggling a little nearer. " Oh, I say, do buck 
up, or you'll never get there — " 

And the carp, quite as if he understood, did buck up, 
and slid away into the shadow of the rhododendrons. 

Kingsmead rose slowly and picked up his cap. 
What should he do next P The puppies weren't bad, 
nor the new under>gardener who swore so awfully at 
his inferior, nor — 

" Hello, Tommy." 

" Hello, Bicky." 

Brigit Mead wore a short blue skirt, brown shoes, 
a pink wash-silk blouse made like a man's shirt, and 
a gceeo felt hat that obviously belonged to some one 
She was dressed like thousands of English girls, 
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and she looked as though the blood in her might be 
any in the world but English. Hers was an enigmatic, 
narrow, high-bred face, crowned by masses of dry 
black hair, and distinguished from any other face 
most people had ever seen by the curved line of her 
little nose and the colourless darkness of her very 
long, half-closed, heavily-lashed eyes. She looked 
sulky, disagreeable, and secretive, but she was 
strangely and undeniably beautiful. Her long, thin- 
lipped mouth was too close shut, but it was of an ex- 
quisite satin texture, scarlet in colour, and when she 
said " Hello, Tommy," it melted into the most en- 
chanting and indescribable curves, showing just a 
glimpse of pointed white teeth. 

Kingsmead studied her gravely for a moment. 

" Been crying ? " 

" Yes." 

"That bill?" 

" Yes, that bill, you horrid little boy. There's a 
long worm in your hair." 

Kingsmead removed the worm. 

" Mater been nasty ? " 

" Beastly." 

" ITm. I say, Bick, I saw Ponty yesterday." 

Brigit, who had turned and was gazing across the 
lawn, looked at him without moving her head, a trick 
which is not at all English. 

" Did you, now ? " 

" I did. He is dining here, he says. He is also 
sending you some flowers. I told him," added the 
boy, dreamily, '' that we had lots ourselves." 

After a moment, as she did not speak, he went 
on, *' Poor old thing, why did you poggle him so 



6 THE HALO 

awfully, Bicky P You really are a horrid girl, you 
know." 

" 1 didn't pi^gle bim." 

She did not turn, she did not smile, and the sombre- 
ness that was the dominant expression of her face, 
was strange to see in a girl of her age. 

" Well — " Kingsmead's small countenance, so differ- 
ent from hers in its look of palpitating interest and 
cur!osity,'suddenly flushed adcep and unbeautiful red. 
" I say, old girl," he broke out, " are you going to ? " 

And she, silent and uDrespoDSive as she was, could 
not avoid answering him. 

" Well, Tommy dear — I don't know, but I suppose 
I shall." 

" I don't like him, poor thing, and I wish you — 
mustn't." 

" That's exactly the word, I fear I must" Her 
eyes nearly closed as she refused to frown. " This 
kind of thing can't go on for ever." 

" You mean the mater. Well, look here, Bicky, 
she'll be better when Carroo is here — she always is." 

" Oh, Tommy — " 

"But she is. She obeys him rather, don't you 
think ? I suppose because he was a friend of father's. 
Is she really very bad to-day?" 

" Yes." 

" Well, why don't you ask him to tell her to chuck 
it ? I say, dear old thing, I wish I were nine years 
older!" 

" If you were, I should be thirty-four ! " 

" I meant about the beastly money." 

She laughed. "Funny little kiddie! You aren't 
goii^ to have any money either. If we lived within 
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our means we'd be enjoying life in a villa in some hor- 
rible suburb. We are hideously poor, Kingsmead." 

She so rarely called him by his name that the boy 
felt alarmed. Fontefract, with his red neck and his 
short legs, seemed suddenly very near. 

" Isn't there anyone else ? " he blurted out, as she 
led the way towards the house. " I mean, any other 
chap with money ? " 

"No one with as much. And then, he isn't so 
very bad, Tommy. He's good-natured. Think of 
Clandon, or — Negroponte!" Her shudder was 
perfectly genuine. 

" But Fontefract is so thundering old ! " 

She made no reply, and after a minute he went 
on : " What about Theo Joyselle ? " 

" My dear child, he is three years younger than I, 
even counting in bare years I And in reality I am 
twenty years too old for him. Silly little boy, don't 
bother a|K>ut me." And her face, as she smiled 
down at her brother, was very pleasant as well as 
very beautiful. 

" But he has money — " 

She nodded. 

" And—" 

" How did you know that, imp ? " 

'* Having eyes to see, I saw. And I'd like to be 
an In-law to Victor Joyselle. I'd make him play to 
me all day. I say, I suppose she wouldn't let us 
run up to hear him to-morrow ? " 

" Not she." 

He sighed, and it was a grown-up sigh issuing 
from a child's throat, for he loved music and had 
read the programme. 
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'' How glorious the last one was ! Upon my word, 
if I were you, Td marry Theo just to be that man's 
daughter-in-law." 

Again she laughed and laid her hand on his head. 

*' Good old Thomas. He's a Norman peasant, re- 
member — probably eats with his knife. Oh, here's 
a motor — and it is Theo himself." 

" Yes, speak of an angel and you hear his horn." 

" Shall I tell him of your plan ? " she teased as the 
motor slowed up. 

But Tommy had disappeared, and in his place, 
small, freckled and untidy, it is true, but a gentle- 
manly host welcoming his mother's guest, stood 
Lord Kingsmead. 




CHAPTER II 

LADY KINGSMEAD was one of those piteous 
beings, a middle-aged young woman. She 
was forty-six, but across a considerately-lighted 
room looked thirty-six. The shock, when one 
approached her, was so much the greater. Her 
plentiful, grey-streaked hair dwelt in disgrace be- 
hind a glossy transformation, and her face had, from 
constant massage and make-up, a curious air of not 
belonging to her any more than did the wavy hair 
above it. 

The lines that the mercifully deliberate on-coming 
of age draws on all of us were, it is true, nearly 
obliterated, but in their place was a certain blank- 
ness that was very unbeautiful indeed. 

However, she liked herself as she made herself, 
and most people thought her wonderfully young- 
looking. 

The question of age, real and apparent, is a 
curious one that gives furiously to think, as the 
French say. No one on earth could consider it an 
advantage for a child of twelve to wear the facial 
aspect of a baby of two, nor for a girl of twenty to 
look like a child of ten, but later on this equation 
apparently fails to hold good, and Lady Kingsmead 
in appearing (at a little distance) nearly ten years her 
own junior, was as vastly pleased with herself as, 
considering the time and the care she devoted to 
the subject, she deserved to be. 

9 
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As she came downstairs the evening of the day of 
her daughter's unusually confidential conversation 
with her son, Brigit joined her. 

" Ugh, mother, you have too much scent," ob- 
served the girl, curling her upper lip rather un- 
pleasantly. " It's horrid." 

" Never mind, ducky, I've only just put it on, it will 
go off after a bit. It's the very newest thing in Paris. 
Gerald brought it to me — Souvenir de Jeunesse** 

Brigit looked at her for a moment, but said 
nothing. 

Lady Kingsmead's unconsciousness was, as it 
always was when she was in a good humour, both 
amusing and disarming. So the two women de- 
scended the dark, panelled staircase in silence, 
crossed the hall and went into the drawing-room. 
A man sat over the fire, his long, white hands held 
up to the blaze. 

" H'are you, Brigit ? " 

" How d'you do, Gerald." 

Carron turned without rising, and stared thought- 
fully at the girl. He was a big, bony man who had 
once been very handsome, and the conquering air 
had remained true to him long after the desertion 
of his beauty. This, too, '' gives to think," and is 
a warning to all people who have made their worldly 
successes solely by force of looks, and these are 
many. Carron pulled his moustache and narrowed 
his tired-looking blue eyes in a way that had been 
very fetching fifteen years before. 

" You look pretty fit," he observed after a pause 
as she gazed absently over his head at the carvings 
of the mantelpiece. 
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"I'm — ripping, thanks," she answered with a 
bored air. 

"You'll have to look out, Tony," he went on, 
frowning as he caught the expression in Lady 
Kingsmead's eyes, " she is confoundedly good-look- 
ing. Beauties' daughters ought always to be plain." 

Lady Kingsmead flushed angrily, and was about 
to speak, when her daughter interrupted in a per- 
functory voice : " Oh, don't, Gerald, you know she 
loathes being teased. Besides, your praise doesn't 
in the least interest me." 

His smile was not good to see. *' I think, my dear 
Brigit, that you are about the handsomest woman 
I ever saw — that is, the handsomest dark woman ; 
but you look so damned ill-tempered that you will 
be hideous in ten years' time." 

The girl drew a deep sigh of indifference, and 
turning, walked slowly away. She wore a rather 
shabby frock of tomato-coloured chiffon, and as she 
went down the room one of her greatest charms 
appeared to striking advantage — the lazy, muscular 
grace of her movements. She walked like an 
American Indian youth of some superior tribe, and 
every curve of her body indicated remarkable 
physical strength and endurance. 

Gerald Carron watched her, his face paling, and 
as Lady Kingsmead studied him, her own slowly 
reddened under its mask of paint and powder. The 
situation was an old one, but one that must always 
remain one of the most tragic in the world, and the 
little scene enacted so quietly in the pretty, con- 
ventional drawing-room, with its pale walls and be- 
flowered furniture, was of great tenseness. 
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Before anyone had spoken the door opened and 
the Newlyns and Pat Yelverton came in, Mrs 
Newlyn hastily clasping the last of the myriad 
bracelets that were so peculiarly unbecoming to her 
thin red arms. She and her husband both were 
bird-like in eye and gesture, and their nicknames 
among their intimates were, though neither of them 
knew it, the Cassowary and the Sparrow, she being 
the Cassowary. Besides being bird-like, they were 
both bores of the deepest dye. 

Pat Yelverton was a blond giant with a very bad 
reputation, a genius for Bridge, and the softest, most 
caressing voice that ever issued from a man's throat. 

Meeting the new-comers at the door, Brigit shook 
hands with them and returned, with an aimless air 
peculiar to her, to the fire. 

She knew them all so well, and they all bored her 
to tears, except Carron, whom she strongly hated. 
Everybody bored her and everything. With the 
utmost sincerity she wondered for the thousandth 
time why she had ever been born. 

As the others chattered, she* went to a window 
and stood looking out over the moonlit lawn. 

" Lady Brigit ! " 

She turned, and seeing the smile of delight on the 
boyish face before her, smiled back. "Monsieur 
Joyselle ! " 

Theo, who was twenty-two, and who adored her, 
flushed to the roots of his curly hair, — and who was 
it who decided that blushes stop there, and do not 
continue up over the skull, down the back and 
out at one's heels ? 

'' Yes, yes," he cried, holding her hand tightly in 
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his. '' Let us speak French, I — I love to speak my 
own tongue to you." 

He himself had a delightful little fault in his 
speech, being quite incapable of pronouncing the 
English ^r," rolling it in his throat in a way that 
always amused Brigit 

As he talked, her smile deepened in character, 
and from one of mere friendly greeting became one 
of real affection. He was nice, this boy ; she liked 
his honest dark eyes and the expression of his 
handsome young mouth. 

"Tell me," she began presently, **how is your 
father?" 

" He is well, my father, but very nervous. Poor 
mother 1 " 

" Poor mother} " 

" But yes. The concert is to be to-morrow, and he 
is always in a furious state of nerves before he plays. 
He has been terrific all day." 

Brigit sat down. "How curious. One would 
think that he of all people would be used to playing 
in public by now," she commented, observing with a 
tinge of impatience the effect on him of her head 
outlined against the pale moonlight. 

He stood for a moment, unconsciously and 
irresistibly admiring her. Then with a little shake of 
his head, he answered her remark. " No, no, he is most 
nervous always. It is your amateur who knows no 
stage-fright Papa," he went on, using the name that 
to English ears sounds so strangely on grown-up lips, 
"says he invariably feels as though the audience 
were wild beasts going to rush at him and tear him to 
pieces — ^until he has played one number." 
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" And after the concert ? " 

As she spoke dinner was announced, and while they 
went down the passage to the dining-room at the 
tail of the little procession, he answered with a laugh, 
" Oh, afterwards a child could eat out of his hand. 
He is honey and milk, nectar and — ambrrrrosia I " 

The dinner was noisy. Lady Kingsmead always 
shrieked, as did Mrs Newlyn, and her other guests 
either bellowed or screamed, with the exception of 
YelvertoD, who was hungry and said little. 

Brigit sat between him and young Joyselle. It was 
nice to have the boy next her, but his adoration was 
too obvious to be altogether comfortable. 

Freddy Newlyn told some new stories, all delight- 
fully vulgar ; Carron gave a realistic risumi of a 
recent French play. 

" Awful rot, isn't it ? " queried Yelverton suddenly 
under cover of a roar of laughter, " why the dickens 
can't they talk quietly ? " 

" If you dislike it," she inquired, unresentfully, 
" why do you come ? " 

" I beg your pardon. Lady Brigit, I forgot that you 
belonged here ; I always do forget" 

Then Joyselle turned to her, his face so eloquent, 
that she felt like warning him not to betray his secret. 
" I — I am so happy to be here," he stammered. 

Her very black, very well-drawn eyebrows drew a 
trifle closer together, and with the quickness of his 
race he saw it. 

"Forgive me, Lady Brigit," he said hastily in 
English. " I am sorry. And — I will not say it again ! 
Only— " 

" Only — you are glad ? Well, I'm glad too," she 
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answered slowly. The noisier the others grew as 
dinner progressed, the closer she and this quiet-voiced 
boy seemed to draw together. 

" Poor old Ponty, too bad he couldn't come," cried 
Mr Newlyn, pecking, sparrow-like, at a scrap of food 
on his plate, " anything wrong. Lady Kingsmead ? " 

" No, I don't think so. He telephoned just before 
dinner — £?A/" she broke off, and everyone turned 
towards the door as it opened noisily to admit a 
stout, red-faced man, who stood hesitating on the 
threshold, not as much apparently from shyness as 
from a kind of bodily stammer of movement. 

" Ponty ! " 

"Awfully sorry, Tony," explained Lord Pontefract, 
advancing towards his hostess, "awfully sorry, but 
my damn fool Hendricks got a telephone message 
wrong, and I thought I couldn't come. So when I 
found out, I thought ' better late than never,' though 
I hcul dined. Please say ' better late than never.' " 

" Better late than never " chanted the whole party 
dissonantly, and room was made for the new-comer 
between Brigit and Yelverton. 

"Damn fool Shover nearly broke my neck too," 
he confided, sitting down and lowering his voice 
confidentially. " I — I thought for a second I should 
never see you again." 

She looked at him out of the corners of her eyes. 
He had been drinking. No one had ever seen Oscar 
Pontefract drunk, but as time went on the honourable 
body of those who had ever seen him perfectly sober, 
diminished rapidly. 

" Haven't seen you for ten days. Damnedest ten 
days I ever lived through," he continued, helping 
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himself to whisky and soda, "and damnedest ten 
nights, too. Can't sleep for thinking of you," he 
added hastily, as she at last turned and looked full 
at him. 

She was twenty-five, and had lived in this milieu 
for the past seven years. It had begun by disgust- 
ing her, then for a time she had been indifferent to it, 
and now for the last year it had been growing 
steadily unbearable. 

*' Dites done. Lady Brigit," began Joyselle in her 
left ear, and as she listened to him she instinctively 
drew away from Pontefract, closer to him. At 
dessert, Kingsmead came sauntering in, less with the 
air of a little boy allowed to appear with the fruit 
than of a gently interested gentleman come to take 
a look at the strange beasts it amused him to keep 
in a remote corner of his park. 

He ate fruit in to the unaccustomed eye alarming 
quantities, and his mother's guests discussed him 
exactly as if he had not been there. 

A very plain little boy, Kingsmead, with stiff fair 
hair and many freckles. But for his mouth a most 
unremarkable-looking person, for his eyes, quick as 
those of a lizard, were pale blue in colour, and small. 
But his mouth turned up at the corners in a peculiar 
and faun-like way, and gave much character to his 
face, which was otherwise impassive as well as ugly. 

" Boy ought to go to school," growled Lord 
Pontefract. 

Lady Kingsmead shrugged her shoulders. "Of 
course he ought," she assented shrilly, " but what am 
I to do ? He simply won't go, will you, Tommy ? " 

" No, I believe in self-education. The intelligent 
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child gleans more from the company and conversa- 
tion of his elders — '' Gravely he paused and gazed 
round the table at the meaningless faces of most of 
those present. 

The Cassowary burst into a scream of laughter. 
" Oh, Tommy, you are such a quaint little being," 
she cried, " isn't he, Gerald ? " 

" Beastly child. Kingsmead always was an ass, 
but no one would have believed that even he could 
be such an imbecile as to leave that boy entirely 
in his wife's hands." 

"5<7 ducky, I always think him, though not pretty," 
returned the Cassowary. 

As they left the dining-room Kingsmead 
whispered to his sister, " I say, Bicky, look out for 
Ponty. He's a bit boiled." 
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CHAPTER III 

*' T F I do, they will say that I am in love with some 

X man who either won't have me, or is already 
married, or that I am forced to, by my debts. If I 
don't — then this will go on indefinitely, and some 
fine day I shall jump into the carp-pond and drown in 
four feet of nasty, slimy water." 

Brigit Mead stood behind the heavy curtains by 
an open window and whispered the above reflections 
to herself. It was a trick she had in moments of 
intense concentration, and the sharp, hissing sound 
of the last words was so distinct that she involuntarily 
turned to see that she had not been overheard. 

No, it was all right, everyone was busy with the 
preparations for the evening's work, except Joyselle, 
who sat at the piano and was playing, very softly, a 
little thing of Grieg's. 

The great hall looked almost empty in spite of its 
nine occupants, and the electric lamps threw little 
pools of light on the polished floor. 

It might have been a cheerless place enough, for 
one unintelligent Georgian Kingsmead had added to 
its austerity of church-like painted windows a very 
awful row of glossy marble pillars, that stood, as 
if aware of their own ugliness, holding up a quite 
unnecessary and appallingly hideous gallery. 

Luckily, however, the late Lord Kingsmead while 
not possessing enough initiative to do away with the 
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horrors perpetuated by his ancestors, was a man of 
some taste, and had, by the means of gorgeous 
Eastern carpets, skilful overhead lighting and some 
fine hangings, transformed the place into a very 
comfortable and livable one. 

A huge fire burned under the splendid carved 
chimney-piece, and Brigit, turning from the cool 
moonlight to the interior, watched it with a certain 
sense of artistic pleasure. It was a dear old house, 
Kingsmead, and with money, — oh yes, oh yes, 
money ! When Tommy was grown, what kind of a 
man would he be ? She shuddered. 

And there, staring at her across a table on which 
he was leaning to perfect his not quite faultless 
balance, stood Pontefract, money, so far as she was 
concerned, personified. 

He owned mines in Cornwall, a highly successful 
motor-factory, a big London newspaper, a house in 
Grosvenor Square, and Pomfret Abbey. 

Also he owned an ever-thirsting palate, a fat red 
neck, red -rimmed eyes, and a bald head. 

She looked at him with the absent-minded de- 
liberation that so annoyed many people. He was 
rather awful in many ways, but he was a kind man, 
his temper was good, and he would doubtless be an 
amiable, manageable husband. 

" Brigit— let's go out, I — there is something I 
want to tell you." His voice shook a little with 
real emotion, and though he had undoubtedly drunk 
more than was good for him, there was about the 
man a certain dignity, compounded of his breeding, 
his respect for her, and his sincerity. 

She did not move, and her small, narrow face 
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went white. He would take her — wherever she 
asked him ; she would be able to fly away from her 
mother and her mother's friends. After a long 
pause, which he bore well, she bowed her head 
slowly. " Yes, I will get a scarf," and leaving 
him she left the room. Her face was set and a 
little sullen as she came back with a long silk scarf 
on her arm. Carron met her near the door. " Made 
up your mind, have you ? " he asked, with deliberate 
insolence. " Better wait till to-morrow, my dear — 
he's half drunk." 

She hated Carron. Hated him with an intensity 
that few women know. At that moment she would 
have liked to kill him. But knowing a better 
weapon, and rejoicing in her cruelty, she used it. 
*' Poor old Gerald," she said, smiling at him, '' no 
man over fifty can afford the luxury of jealousy." 

Then she joined Pontefract. 

He made his proposal succinctly and well, and 
without any confusion she accepted him. " No — 
you may not kiss me to-night," she added. " You 
may come for that — to-morrow. Now would you 
mind going ? I — I want to be alone." 

Quite humbly, hardly daring to believe in his 
good fortune, he left her, and she wandered aim- 
lessly over the grass towards the carp-pond. 
''Nasty, slimy water," she said aloud, "you have 
lost me 1 " 

Joyselle had stopped playing, and through the 
open windows only a very subdued murmur of 
voices came. Even Bridge has its uses. The night 
was perfect, and the serene moon sailed high under 
a scrap of cloud like a wing. The old house, most 
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beautiful, looked, among its surrounding trees, 
secluded and protected. 

"It looks like a home," thought the girl, bitterly. 

And then young Joyselle joined her. 

'' May I come ? Shall I bother you ? " 

** You may come ; and you never bother me." 

His youthful face was pleasant to look at ; the 
dominating expression of it was one of sunny sweet- 
ness. Would Tommy grow to be as nice a young 
man? 

Tommy, that old person, was, she knew, perched 
astride a chair near the Bridge table, picking up, 
with uncanny shrewdness, all sorts of tips about the 
great game, as he picked up knowledge about 
everything that came his way. Up to this, his varied 
stock of information had not hurt him. Later — 
who could tell ? 

" Where is Tommy ? " she asked, miserably. 

" Watching the Bridge. Why are you unhappy ? " 
His dark eyes were bent imploringly on hers. '* I 
— I can't bear to see you suffer." 

" Oh, man Dieu.je ne souffrepasX That is saying 
far too much. I — " 

« Was it Pontefract ? " 

" No, oh no. Ponty and I are very good friends," 
she returned absently. And then she remembered. 
She was going to marry Ponty ! 

" Let's walk to the sun-dial and see what time it is 
by the moon," she suggested abruptly. 

But at the sun-dial he insisted further, always 
gentle and apologetic, but always bent on having 
an answer to his question. 

" You are not going to marry him ? " he asked. 
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" Who told you I was? " 

" No one," 

"Oh!" 

" Well, are you ? " 

His head fairly swam as he looked at her in the 
full moonlight "What made you think of it? "she 
returned. 

"Tommy — told me not to interrupt you — and 
him." 

" Well— it's true." 

He was young, and French, and she was beautiful 
and he was desperately in love with her. Kneel- 
ing suddenly on the damp grass, he buried his 
face in his arms as they lay limply across the sun- 
dial. There was a long pause. He did not sob, 
he was quite still, but every line of him proclaimed 
unspeakable agony. 

" Poor boy," she said gently. 

Then he rose. " I am not a boy," he declared, his 
chin twitching but his voice iirm, " and I love you. 
He is old and — ^est un vieux rvui. I at least am 
young and I have lived a clean life." 

He asked her no question, but she paused to con- 
sider. " I know, I understand," he continued, " you 
hate this life, you are bored and sick of it all ; you 
do not love your mother. Mon Dieu, nt pas pouvoir 
aimer sa mirel And you want to get away. Then 
— marry me instead. I am not so rich, but I am 
rich. And ah, I love you— ^> faime." 

Poor Pontefract, leaning back in his big Mercedes 
trying to realise his bliss, was jilted before Brigit 
had spoken a word. Like a flash, his image seemed 
to stand before her, beside the delightful boy-man 
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whose youth and niceness pleaded so strongly to her. 
She did not consider that breaking her word was not 
fair play, she had no thought of pity for Pontefract. 
She loved nobody, and therefore thought solely of 
herself This boy was right. She would be happier 
with him than with poor, old, fat Ponty. So poor, old, 
fat Ponty went to the wall, and putting her hands 
into Joyselle's, she said slowly — 

"Very well — I will. I will marry you. Only — 
you must know that I am an odious person, selfish 
and moody, and — " 

But she could not finish her sentence, because 
Joyselle had her in his arms and was kissing her. 

" I will be your servant and your slave," he told 
her, with very bad judgment but much sincerity. 
" I will serve you on my knees." 

" Now you must — buck up — and not let them see 
to-night. Mother will be cross at first. And — I 
must write Ponty before we tell." 

Her practical tone struck chill on Joyselle's glowing 
young ear, but he followed her obediently to the 
house. As they reached the door the opening bar 
of Mendelssohn's Wedding March rang out, played 
with a mastery of the pianola that, in that house, 
only Kingsmead was capable of. 

On entering, Brigit's face was scarlet. She knew 
that her brother was welcoming the wrong bride- 
groom. And it suddenly occurred to her that it was 
awkward to be engaged to two men at once. 

" I say — " began Tommy as he saw Joyselle, and 
she interrupted him hastily. "Play something of 
Sinding's, dear," she said, and the boy complied. 
But his eye was horribly knowing, and hard to bear. 



CHAPTER IV 

LADY BRIGIT leaned back in her corner and 
surveyed the otherwise empty compartment 
with a sigh of relief. She knew that her face still 
bore signs of the anger roused by her mother in their 
recent interview, and she felt the necessity of looking 
as savage as she felt. 

And she felt very savage indeed. If an American 
Indian — an idealised, poeticised American Indian — 
could be invested with the beauty that does not 
belong to the red races and yet which, if perfected on 
the lines of beauty suggested by some of the nobler 
specimens of the nobler tribes, she might look like 
Brigit Mead. The girl had a clean-cutness of feature, 
a thin compactness of build, a stag-like carriage of 
her small head that, together with her almost bronze 
skin and coal-black hair, gave her an air remarkably 
and arrestingly un-English. The picture in the 
Luxembourg gallery, a typically French, subtle, 
secretive face, gives the expression of her face and 
the strange gleam in the long eyes. But it, the face 
in the picture, is over-civilised, whereas Brigit looked 
untamed and resentful. 

She wore, for the weather had changed with the 
unpleasant capriciousness of an elderly coquette, a 
warm, close-fitting black coat and skirt and a small 
black toque. Round her neck clung to its own tail, 
as if in a despairing attempt to find out what had 
happened to its own anatomy, a little sable boa. 

24 
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She had a dressing-case and an umbrella, both of 
them characteristically uncumbersome and light, 
and several newspapers and a book. 

Her journey was not to be a long one. She was 
going to change trains in London and go half an 
hour into Surrey to spend a few days with a friend. 
Lady Kingsmead, when told of the speedy jilting of 
the desirable Pontefract, and the subsequent accept- 
ance of young Joyselle, had been disagreeable. 

"It is ridiculous, and everyone will say you are 
cradle-snatching," she had said. "When you are 
forty he will be thirty-seven — almost a boy still." 

" Dearest mamma," returned the girl with a very 
unfilial lift of her upper lip, " Forty is— youth T^ 

*' And for you to marry a nobody ; the son of 
nobody knows whom 1 " 

" But everybody knows who his father is — which 
is rather distinguished nowadays ! " 

Then Lady Kingsmead, as was natural, quite lost 
her temper and stormed. Brigit was an idiot, a fool, 
a beastly little creature to do such a thing. Ponty 
was a gentleman, at least, whereas — 

" Whereas Theo is a delightful, nice, perfectly pre- 
sentable young man, and the son of the greatest 
violinist of the century." 

" Ah bah I of the last' ten years, yes." 

" Of the century. As to Ponty, — why don't you 
marry him yourself ? Anyone could marry Ponty ! " 

Then, suddenly ashamed of herself, the girl had 
begged her mother's pardon, but Lady Kingsmead 
was not of those to whom the crowning charm of 
graceful forgiveness has been vouchsafed, and the 
battle went on. To end it, Brigit announced her 
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intention of going to stop with her friend Pam de 
Lensky, and without moi)e ado, or a word of good-bye, 
had left the house. 

Now, though ashamed, or possibly because she 
was ashamed, her anger against her mother refused 
to subside, but grew stronger and bitterer as the 
train rushed through the dull afternoon London- 
wards. 

" Why shouldn't I marry whom I choose ? What 
has she ever done for me that gives her a right to 
dictate to me ? And I could kill Gerald." A dark 
flush crept up her cheeks and her mouth twisted 
furiously. For Carron had, urged by her mother, 
dared to waylay her in the passage on her way to 
her room, and his remarks had not been of a kind 
calculated to quiet her. Women who have loved are 
sorry for men who love them, but women who do 
not know what the word means, are either amused 
or irritated by it. The conversation, carried on in 
a careful undertone, and lasting only about five 
minutes, was one that the girl would never, she knew, 
be able to forget, and one that neither she nor the 
man could ever make even a pretence of forgiving. 

Far too excited and annoyed to read, she watched 
with unseeing eyes the swift flight of the familiar 
landscape, and then suddenly, as the train stopped, 
came to herself with a start. Victoria I 

Mechanically, her thick chiffon veil over her face, 
she looked after her luggage, took a hansom, and 
drove down Victoria Street, past the Abbey, over 
Westminster Bridge and so to Waterloo Station. 

London was dull, but its dulness, grey and soft, 
was being mitigated by a gradual and beautiful 
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blossoming of lights,— lights reddish, golden, and 
clear white. People hurried along the streets, 
hansoms jingled and passed by, 'buses and vans 
blocked the view and then, with elephantine de- 
liberateness, ambled on. Motors of all kinds grunted 
and jingled, from the opulent, throaty-voiced ones, 
that chuckle as if they were fed on turtle-soup, to 
the cheap variety, that sound as they pass like an old- 
fashioned tinsmith's waggon. 

And the combined effect of all these varied sounds 
was so different from the sound of Paris, or New 
York, or Berlin, that an intelligent blind man would 
have known where he was, if softly and undisturb- 
ingly dropped from a balloon to a safe street corner. 

Brigit Mead had no particular love for the old 
town, just as she had no particular love for her little 
brother's country-house. She was too bored to care 
in the least where she was, and only a few people in 
the world could soothe her vexed and discontented 
mind to a sense of calm. The woman to visit whom 
she was on her way was one of these, and as she 
bought her ticket and made her way to the train, a 
little of her ill-temper died away. '' Good old Pam," 
she whispered under her veil, '^ she will be glad I 
didn't take Ponty ! " 

Then there would be the children, — six-year-old 
Pammy, the De Lenskys' adopted child, and their 
own little Eliza and Thaddy — the latter a delicious, 
roundabout person of eighteen months, the very feel 
of whom was comforting. 

" An empty carriage, if there is one, please," she 
asked the guard, and he opened a door and helped 
her into a still unlit compartment. She closed the 
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door and letting down the glass, leaned her head on 
her hand and watched through the veil she always 
wore when travelling as a protection against imper- 
tinent and boring admiration, the little crowd on the 
platform. 

Most of them looked, thank Heaven, second class — 
she would be alone. And then, just at the last, three 
men, all apparently very much excited and speaking 
French very loudly, rushed at her door and tore it 
open. ^^ Adieu donc^ cher mattre** — '^ Bon voyage** — 
" yl« *voir mes enfants — merci infiniment " — ** Mille 
tendresses d Eugenie t " 

And the train had started, leaving Brigit alone in 
the dusk with a very big man in a fur-collared over- 
coat and a long box, that he deposited with much 
care on the seat, humming to himself as he did 
so. Then he sat down and taking off his broad- 
brimmed felt hat, wiped his forehead and face with a 
handkerchief that smelt strongly of violets. 

Lady Brigit shrank fastidiously into her corner. 
Another thing to bore her. She was of those 
women who always hate their fellow-travellers and 
resent their existence. And this man was too big, 
there was too much fur on his coat, too much scent 
on his handkerchief. *' Salut demeure chaste etpure,** 
he began singing, suddenly, apparently quite un- 
conscious of his companion's presence. " Salut 
demeure — ** It was a high baritone voice, sweet and 
round, and his r's were like Theo Joyselle's. Brigit 
smiled. Dear Theo ! Her mother could be as nasty 
as she liked, but they would be happy in spite of her. 
And then, as in the beginning of the world, it was 
light, and the girl recognised in her suddenly silent 
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vis-d'Vts the man who was to be her father-in-law, 
Victor Joyselle^ 

He had taken off his hat and his dark, handsome, 
excited face was distinctly visible under the untidy, 
slightly curly mass of peculiarly silky, silver-grey 
hair. Brigit drew a deep breath. Victor Joyselle ! 
She had often heard him play. Those were the 
hands, in the brown dogskin gloves, that worked such 
witchery with his violin. That was the violin in the 
shabby box beside him. His dark eyes, over which 
the lids dropped at the outer corners, were now fixed 
on hers, — he was trying to see through her veil. He 
was a magnificent creature, even now with his youth 
behind him, his big nose had fine-cut sensitive 
nostrils, his mouth under a big moustache was well- 
cut and serene, and his strong chin was softened by 
a dimple. And he was to be — her father-in-law. 

For the first time for months the girl felt the youth 
and sense of fun stir in her. Then he spoke — irre- 
pressibly, as if he could not help it. 

"I beg your pardon, madame, for singing," he 
burst out, " I — forgot that I was not alone." 

She bowed without speaking. Madame ! 

"May I open the other window?" he pursued, 
rising restlessly and tearing off his gloves as if they 
hurt him, thereby revealing a large diamond on the 
little finger of his right — the bow-hand. 

" Yes." 

He did so, and then sat down, and taking an open 
telegram from his pocket, read it through several 
times, his nostrils quivering, his mouth dimpling in 
an uncontrollable and enchanting smile. Then 
again, as if impelled by some superior force, he 
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turned to her and said, '' I am not a lunatic, madame. 
I am Victor JoyscUe. I have played — my very best 
this afternoon, and my son, man 6/6/— is engaged to 
the most beautiful woman in England ! " 

Inspired to a dramatic act totally foreign to her 
nature, impelled by his sheer strength of imagination 
and his buoyant personality, Lady Brigit Mead threw 
back her veil. 

** Thdo is engaged — to me," she answered. 




CHAPTER V 

JOYSELLE stared at her, his eyes like two lamps. 
Then rushing at her, he took her hands in his 
and bent over her. " Good God ! Good God ! " he cried 
rapidly in French, *^you are Lady Brigit Mead? 
You — you Diana — you spUndeur de femme ? But I 
dream — I dream ! " 

"Indeed no, I am Brigit Mead, M. Joyselle," — 
she was laughing, laughing with delightful amuse- 
ment He was too delicious! Then she added 
hastily, '' You are crushing my hands ! " 

Sitting down by her, he patted her reddened 
fingers tenderly. " Chhre enfant^ chire enfant, forgive 
an old papa — qui fa fait bobo — and you are actually 
going to marry my Th6o ? " 

" I am." 

" Then," with a solemnity that was as overwhelm- 
ing as his joy, he returned, bowing his head as if in 
church, " // a une sacrie chance. He is — the luckiest 
boy in the world." 

Brigit had forgotten what boredom meant. This 
spontaneous, warm-hearted person with, — oh horror, 
— a white satin tie, and a low, turned-down collar, 
filled her with the gentlest and most affectionate 
amusement. And as he was to be her father-in-law, 
why not enjoy him ? 

'* It is kind of you to be so pleased," she said, " it 
is very interesting, our meeting like this — ^" 

" Interesting I It is — romance, my dear, romance, 
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of the most uausual. And you are so beautiful that 
I cannot look away from you. He told me you were 
beautiful — ^yes — but I had pictured to myself a pink 
and white miss with a head as big as a pumpkin — 
and, just Heaven t — a 'drawing-room voice.' Tell 
me, oh tell me,fiUe adorie, that you do not sing I " 

His anxiety was perfectly sincere, and she hastened 
to reassure him. " Indeed I do not" 

"Nor play — not even 'simple little things,' and 
' coon-songs ? ' " 

" Nothing." 

" God be praised I " he returned with a sort of 
whimsical reverence, in French. "Then you are 
perfect" 

" Indeed I am not. Oh, I realfy am not ! " Before 
she knew what he was about to do, he had kissed her 
forehead, and then, as the train stopped, he rushed at 
the window. 

" But where are you going ? " he cried, so rapidly 
that she hardly understood him, " why are you — why 
are we both — going away from London ? We must 
go home — to my house — to my wife," 

" I am going to make a visit — " 

"Mais non, mats tton, mats non — come, there is a 
train going to London — hurry, we will go back. 
You will telegraph your friends. This evening — the 
betrothal evening — you must spend with us. Come, 
hurry, or we shall be too late." 

" But I cannot, it is impossible," she protested 
weakly as he took her dressing-case and umbrella 
from the seat, after scrambling into his furry coat. 
" My friend is expecting me ! " 

" T&, ti, t4, t^ tk t Come, ma fiUe, beUa signorina, 
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the train is just there, — I will telegraph your friend. 
Let me help you, comrrufa, (ay est/" 

And almost before she knew what had happened, 
they were in the other train speeding back to town. 

"Theo is at home — he went to tell his mother," 
Joyselle said, nearly braining an old lady with his 
violin-case as be swung round to speak. " And they 
will be sitting by the fire, and I — who was going to 
spend the night at the Duke of Cumberland's — will 
appear, and after we have embraced, hey, presto^I 
produce you — Diana — his adorie — my daughter." 

The old lady, who was engaged to nobody (and 
who. what was much worse, never had been), resented 
his loud voice and his way of handling his violin- 
case as if it had been a baby. "Sir," she said, "you 
are crowding me." 

"Sacr^nonnPunepipe — 1 begyour pardon. madame, 
but you must not push that box. You must not 
touch it," he returned, all his smiles gone and a 
ferocious frown joining his big black eyebrows. " It 
contains my violin, madame, my Amati I " 

Brigit, convulsed with laughter, laid her hand on 
his arm as if she had known him for years, and he 
became like a lamb at her touch. 

"I beg your pardon, madame," he added, smiling 
angelically (and an angelic smile on a dark, middle- 
aged face is a very winning thing), " I will put it over 
here." 

Then, his beloved fiddle safe from profane touch, 
he again turned to Brigit. 



CHAPTER VI 

NUMBER S7 Golden Square was dark when 
Joyselle's cab stopped in front of it, and he, 
after tenderly depositing his violin case under the 
little portico, assisted Brigit to alight. **They are 
of course in the kitchen," he remarked as he paid the 
cabby. " Come, ma belle!* 

She followed him as if she were in a dream, watch- 
ing him open the door with a latchkey, after a frantic 
search for that object in all his pockets, tiptoeing 
after him as, a finger to his lips, a delighted, boyish 
smile crinkling his eyelids, he led her down the 
narrow, oil-clothed passage. 

"Why are they in the kitchen?" she asked, as 
excited as he. 

" It is nearly eight ; she is busy with supper." 

Even in the dim light of the single gas-burner, 
Brigit caught at once the predominating note of the 
house; its intense and wonderful cleanliness. The 
walls, painted white, were snowy, the chequered oil- 
cloth under her feet as spotless as if it had that 
moment come from the shop, and the slender hand- 
rail of the steep staircase glanced with polish, 
drawing an arrow of light through the dusk. 

Putting his violin-case on the table, Joyselle took 
off his hat and with some difficulty pulled his arms 
out of his greatcoat sleeves. Then, taking his guest 
by the arm, he very softly opened the door leading 
to the basement, and started down the stairs, soft- 
footed as a great cat. Could it possibly be she, 
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Brigit Mead, creeping stealthily down a basement 
staircase, her arm firmly held by a man to whom she 
had never spoken until that afternoon ? 

The stairs turned sharply to the left half-way 
down, and at the turning a flood of warm light met 
them, together with a smell of cooking. 

"Ah, little mother, little mother," Theo's voice 
was saying, "just wait till you see her." 

Joyselle's delight in the artistic timeliness of the 
speech found vent in his putting his arm round his 
companion's slim waist and giving her a hearty, 
paternal hug. Her whole face, in the darkness, 
quivered with amusement. She had never in her 
whole life been so thoroughly and satisfactorily 
amused. Then, having gone forward as far as his 
now simply restraining hold would let her, she 
looked down into the kitchen. 

It was a large room, snowy with whitewash as to 
walls and ceiling, spotless as to floor. At the far 
end of it, opposite a pagoda-like and beautiful but 
apparently unlighted modern English stove, was a 
huge, deep, cavernous fireplace, unlike any the girl 
had ever seen. It was, in fact, a perfect copy of a 
Norman fireplace, with stone seats at the sides, an 
old-fashioned spit, and the fire burning lustily on 
the floor of it, unhemmed by dogs or grate. On a 
long, sand-scoured table in the middle of the room 
sat Theo, in his shirt- sleeves, deftly breaking eggs 
into a big, green-lined bowl, while before the fire, 
gently swinging to and fro over the flames a sauce- 
pan with an abnormally long handle — Madame 
Joyselle. Her short, dark-clad figure, half-covered 
with a blue apron, showed all its too-generous 
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curves as she bent forward, and when, at Theo's 
remark, she turned to him with a smile, she showed 
a round, wrinkled, rosy face and small blue eyes that 
wrinkled with sympathetic kindness. '' She is beau- 
tiful, my little bit of cabbage ? " 

Theo broke the last egg, set down the bowl and got 
down from the table. " Tannier — you remember him ? 
The man who painted everybody last winter — said she 
was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen." 
The pride in his voice was good to hear. 

" Tant mieuxl Beauty is a quality like another. 
And — voild man petite give me the eggs — she loves 
you ? " As she put the question she took the bowl 
and began beating the eggs violently yet lightly 
with a whisk. She had turned the mixture into her 
hot saucepan and was holding it over the fire before 
the young man answered. He stood, his hands in 
his trousers-pockets, his head bent thoughtfully. 
Then he spoke, and his words mingled with the 
hissing of the omelet. '* I think she must," he said 
with a certain dignified simplicity, "or she would 
not have accepted me« But — not as I love her. 
That could not be, you know." 

The eavesdroppers started apart guiltily, and for 
a second Brigit wanted to rush up the stairs and out 
of the house. She had heard too much. 

But Joyselle, gently pushing her out of his way, 
ran down the steps and with a big laugh threw his 
arms round his boy and kissed him. 

" Vqyons Pamoureuxl^ he cried, " show me thy face 
of a lover, little boy, who only yesterday wore aprons 
and climbed on my knees to search for sweets in my 
pockets 1 " 
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Madame Joyselle turned quietly, after having with 
a dexterous twist of her frying-pan flopped her 
omelet to its other side. " Victor ! And what 
brings you back, my man ? " 

Her pleasant, placid face was a great contrast to 
his as he rushed at her and kissed her hot cheek. 

" Va ten — you will make me drop Theo's omelet." 

Joyselle took Theo's hands in his and looked 
solemnly at his son. " My dear," he said, " my very 
dear son, God bless you and — her." 

Again Brigit longed to flee, but she knew that if 
she tried, Joyselle would be after her like a shot, and 
she realised with an irrepressible little laugh, 
probably pick her up and carry her down to the 
kitchen. 

" Are you hungry, my man ? " asked Madame 
Joyselle, slipping the omelet on to a warmed platter, 
" there is some galantine de volaille truflT^ and this, 
and some cold veal." 

Joyselle patted her affectionately on the back. 

" Oui^ out, my femnu^ I am hungry. But — Theo — 
to-night I am a wizard. I will grant you any wish 
you may have in your heart." 

*• Any wish — " 

^^ Pauvre petit y tell him not that, Victor, my man. 
What would the poor angel desire but the im- 
possible ? " 

Theo stood silently looking at them. He was 
evidently in no mood for farce, but as evidently he 
adored this noisy big father who towered above his 
slender height like a giant, and tried to force himself 
to his father's humour. '* Dear papa," he murmured, 
*' it is good that you have come. I am so happy." 
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JoyseWe seited the opportunity, such as it was, and 
turning to the open door, called out in a voice trem- 
Wing with pleasure and mischief, " Fairy Princess, 
come forth.** 

And the disdainful, bored, too often frankly ill- 
humoured Lady Brigit stepped out of the darkness 
into the homely light of the simple scene. 

For a moment Theo plainly did not believe his 
^yes, and then as she advanced, scarlet with a quite 
sinusual embarrassment and sense of intrusion, he 
^thered himself together and met her, his hands 
field out, his face glowing. 

"Victor— oh, Victor, — this is terrible," Madame 

Joyselle burst out, scarlet with shyness, all her 

serenity gone, " you should not have brought her 

to the kitchen ! Man Dieu^ mon DieUy a countess' 

daughter I " 

But Theo led bis fiancie straight to his mother, 
and his instinctive good taste saved the situation. 
" Mamma — here she is. Lady Brigit, this is my 
mother — the best mother in the world." 

The little roundabout woman wiped her hand on 
her apron, and taking the girl's in hers, looked 
mutely up at her with eyes so full of timid sweetness, 
that Brigit, touched and pleased, bent and kissed 
her. 

** Vqyons, voyons!* cried Joyselle, rubbing his hands 
and executing a few steps by the fire, " here we are all 
one family. F^licit^, my old woman, is she not 
wonderful ? " 

Madame Joyselle, the flush dying from her fresh 
cheeks, bowed. " She is indeed. And now — Theo, 
call Toinon — we must go to the dining-room." No- 
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body else, even Brigit who had never beheld that 
cheerless apartment, wished to leave the kitchen, but 
Madame Joyselle's will was in such matters law, and 
the little party was soon seated round the table up- 
stairs. And the omelet was delicious. 

• . • • • . 

An hour later Brigit found herself sitting in a big 
red-leather armchair, in a highly modern and com- 
fortable, if slightly gaudy apartment — Joyselle's 
study. There was a small grate-fire with a red club- 
fender, a red, patternless carpet, soft, well-draped 
curtains, and tables covered with books and smoking 
materials. 

There was also a baby-grand piano, covered with 
music, and a huge grey parrot in a gilded and 
palatial cage. 

It was Joyselle's translation of an English gentle- 
man's room, even to the engravings and etchings on 
the wall. One thing, however, the girl had never 
before seen. One end of the room was glassed in as 
if in a huge oak frame, and the wall behind it was 
literally covered with signed photographs. 

"Most of 'em are royalties," Joyselle explained 
with a certain naif pride, "beginning with your 
late Queen. I used to play Norman folk-songs to 
her. There is the Kaiser's, the late Kaiser's, the 
Czar's, Umberto's, Margarita's, who loves music, more 
than most — and taute la boutique. Then there are 
also those of all the musicians, and — but you will 
see to-morrow." 

He had brought his violin-case upstairs, and now 
opened it and took out his Amati. '' I will play for 
you, ma cfUre filled* he declared. 
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And he played. Bngit watched him, amazed. 
Where was the rowdy, loud-voiced, amusing and 
almost ridiculously boyish middle-aged man with 
whom she had come to town ? 

This man's face was that of a priest adoringly per- 
forming the rites of his religion. His head thrown 
back, his fine mouth set in lines of ecstatic reverence, 
be played on and on, his eyes unseeing, or rather the 
eyes of one seeing visions. 

He was a creature of no country, no age. His 
grey hair failed to make him old, his unwrinkled 
face failed to make him young. And as he played 
— to her, she knew, — years of imprisonment and 
sorrow seemed to drop from the girl ; she forgot all 
the bitterness, all the resentment that had spoiled 
ber life hitherto, and she felt as she leaned back in 
her chair and listened, as if she had at last come to a 
haven and found youth awaiting her there. 



CHAPTER VII 

IT is pleasant to wake to the sound of exquisite — 
and sufficiently distant — music. It is also 
pleasant to wake to the odour of good — and suffi- 
ciently distant — coffee. 

The morning after her remarkable arrival in 
Golden Square, Brigit Mead awoke to both these 
pleasant things. Somewhere downstairs someone 
was playing a simple, plaintive air on a violin, and 
still further away someone was making coffee — 
delicious coffee. 

The girl for a moment could not remember where 
she was; the room, with its dark-grey paper and 
stiff black-walnut furniture, was foreign-looking, so 
were the coloured pictures of religious subjects on 
the walls. On the chimney-piece stood two blue 
glass vases filled with dried grasses, and the lace 
curtains flaunted their stiff cleanliness against other- 
wise unshaded windows. 

Where was she ? 

And then as the music broke off suddenly, she 
remembered, and smiled in delighted recollection of 
the evening before. Waking was usually such a 
bore ; the thought of breakfast, always a severe test 
to the unsociable, horrid to her. There would be 
either a solitary meal in the big dark dining-room, 
or what was worse, guests to entertain (for Lady 
Kingsmead never appeared until after eleven), and 
the disagreeable hurry and scurry contingent on the 
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catching of diflferent trains. But here she seemed to 
have escaped from what Tommy called Morning 
Horrors, and it was delightful to lie in her bed and 
wonder what, in this extraordinary house, was likely 
to happen next. 

What did happen was, of course, quite unexpected ; 
the door slowly opened and a small yellow dog ap- 
peared, a note tied to his collar. 

A mongrel person, this dog, with suggestions of 
various races in him ; his tail had intended to be long, 
but the hand of heredity had evidently shortened it, 
and the ears, long enough to lop, pricked slightly as 
his bright eyes smiled up at the girl, who laughed 
aloud as she took the note he had brought. 

" Oh, you dear little monster," she said to him, " I 
never saw anything so yellow as you in my life 
— except Lady Mintum's wig. I believe you're 
dyed ! " 

The note, written in a peculiarly dashing hand on 
thick mauve paper, was short : 

" Ma fills,'' it ran, " good-morning to you — the 
first of many happy ones with us. Yellow Dog Papillon 
brings this to you. He is an angel dog, and loves 
you already as does your Victor Joyselle, 

" Beau-Papa." 

Yellow Dog Papillon, having come to stay, was sit- 
ting up, as if he never under any circumstances passed 
his time in another way. His rough, pumpkin-coloured 
front feet hung genteelly limp, and his tail slowly de- 
scribed a half-circle on the highly polished floor. 

Brigit laughed again, and patted his head. " Does 
he expect an answer?" she asked seriously, but 
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before the dog could tell her what he thought, the 
door opened, and Madame Joyselle entered, bearing 
a small lacquered tray, on which stood a tiny coffee- 
pot, cup and saucer, plate and cream-jug, of gleaming 
white porcelain, the edges of which glittered in a 
narrow gold line, and a tall glass vase containing a 
very large and faultless gardenia. 

" I have brought you your coffee, Lady Brigit," said 
the little woman,showing her beautiful teeth in a cheery 
smile, " and 'ard-boiled eggs. Theo told me you like 
them 'ard-boiled. The gardenia is from my 'usband." 

Her English was very bad, and the unusual 
exertion of speaking in the tongue which to her, in 
spite of twenty-five years' residence in the country of 
its birth, still remained '* foreign," brought a pretty 
flush to her brown cheeks. " You sleep — well ? " 

As she ate her breakfast. Lady Brigit studied this 
simple woman who was to be her mother-in-law. 
Madame Joyselle was, socially speaking, absolutely 
unpresentable, for she had remained in every respect 
except that of age, what she had been bom, — a 
Norman peasant. She had acquired no veneer of 
any kind, and looked as she stood^with her plump 
hands folded contentedly on her apron-band, much 
less a lady than Mrs Champion, the housekeeper at 
Kingsmead. 

But one fault Brigit had not ; she was no snob, and 
the least worthy thought roused in her as she con- 
templated her kindly hostess, was that her mother 
would be very much annoyed when she met her 
daughter's future mother-in-law. 

'' Such delicious coffee," she said presently, " and 
the rolls 1 " 
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" Ouiy auiy pas mal ; dest mot qui Us at faits, I 
make myself — " 

As she spoke, there came a loud rap at the door, 
and Joyselle put in his head, crowned with a gold- 
tasselled red -velvet cap of archaic shape. 

"You permit, ma fiUe?'^ Without awaiting an 
answer he came in, gorgeous from top to toe in a 
crimson garment between a dressing-gown and a 
smoking-costume, girdled round his waist with a 
gold cord. 

" She eats, the most beautiful," he cried joyously, 
" and petite mire and Yellow Dog look on ! Is it 
not wonderful, ma vieille?** 

Madame Joyselle smiled — sensibly. " It is de- 
lightful, my man, delightful. But I fear you should 
not have come in — she may not like it." 

" Not like it ? Of course she does. Why should 
not the old Beau-papa visit his most beautiful while 
she breakfasts ? You are a goose, F^licit6 ! " 

Brigit, vastly amused by their discussing her as if 
she were not present, gave a bit of roll to the dog. 

" A quaint little dog," she observed to them both. 

Joyselle laughed. " Yes, yes, il est bien drdle, ce 
pauvre But-ter-fly. And the name, too, heint 
Some day I will tell you the story of why I have had 
nine dogs, all named ' But-ter-fly.' There is so much 
to tell you, so much." 

He talked on, very rapidly, changing subjects with 
the rapidity of a child, using his square brown hands 
in vivid gesture, marching about the room, teasing 
the dog, who, since his master had entered, had had 
eyes and ears for none but him. 

" The concert, you know, yesterday, was a grand 
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success. All the papers are full of it. Many play 
the violin to-day, you see, but there is only one 
Joyselle." 

" There is also a Kubelik," suggested Brigit, slily, 
to see what he would answer. 

''My dear, yes; there is Kubelik, and there is 
Joachim still, thank Grod. Chacun dans son genre. 
But Kubelik is a boy, and he has ' violin hands ' — 
fingers a kilometre long. Look at my hands, and 
you will see why I am not his equal in execution. 
In other things — " 

He looked gravely at his hands as he held them 
out to her. This was in its turn different from the 
childlike vanity, of a minute past ; he was a creature 
of a thousand moods, each one absolutely sincere. 

Theo, she saw, was like his mother. From her he 
had his gentle voice and quiet ways ; from his father 
only the splendid dark eyes. 

Joyselle was a remarkably handsome man in his 
somewhat flamboyant way, and even the clear morn- 
ing light failed to show lines in his brown face, though 
his silky, wavy hair was very grey about his brow. 
He could be compared to no one Brigit had ever 
seen ; he was, even in his absurd velvet gown, head 
and shoulders above anyone she knew, tempera- 
mentally as well as physically. He could, she saw, 
go anywhere, among people of any class, and find 
there an at least momentary niche for himself. 
Gentleman ? She would not answer her own mental 
question, but great artist, man of the world, good 
fellow, remarkable man, most certainly. 

" Your hair is very charming," he was saying as 
she came to the above conclusion, '*it seems to love 
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being yours — as what would not ? The hair of many 
women looks as though it were trying hard, oh, so 
hard, to get away from them, but yours clings and — 
what is the word ? — tendrils round your head as if it 
loved you." 

" Ordinary curly hair," she answered in French. 

" But no — black hair is usually dry and like some- 
thing burnt, or of an oiliness to disgust. Is it not 
so, F^Hcit6, — is her hair not adorable ? " 

" Oui^ out, Victor, out, mon homme. But we must 
go, for Lady Brigit will be wishing to rise. Theo, 
too, awaits her downstairs." 

The big man, who was crouching on the floor 
playing with the dog, rose hastily. *' Good God ! " he 
cried in English words, but obviously in the innocent 
French sense, " I quite forgot that unhappy child ! 
Come, F^licit6, come Papillon, m'ami — let us disturb 
Belle- Ange no longer." 

As if he had long been struggling with their 
reluctance to go, he shepherded them out of the room, 
singing as he went downstairs, '' Salut, demeure chaste 
etpurey 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE parrot, whose name was Guillaume le Con- 
qu6rant, was a magnificent, fluffy, grey bird 
picked out with green. His eye was knowing, and swift 
anddeep his infrequent but never-to-be-forgotten bite. 

" He is studying you — dear," explained Joysellc, as 
he stood before the huge gilt cage with Brigit, shortly 
after her appearance downstairs that morning. '' It 
is a severe test that everyone who comes here has to 
undergo. He is writing his memoirs, too." 

''It will be a sad day for you, papa, when his 
memoirs appear," put in Theo, who was smoking a 
pipe and walking up and down the room just because 
he was much too happy to sit still. '* You have yet 
to see the real Victor Joyselle, Brigit. This polite 
being is the one we keep for company." 

Brigit laughed. "Is it true?" she asked the 
violinist. 

"Yes," he returned, unexpectedly, "you see now 
the happy Joyselle ; the Joyselle pire de famille, 
domestic; the artist Joyselle, alas! is an irritable, 
nervous, unpleasant person, who forgets to eat and 
then abuses his wife for giving him no dinner ; an 
absent-minded idiot who leaves his own old coat 
at the club and goes off wrapped in the Marquis 
of St Ive's sables ; a swearing, smoking, wild-headed 
person, who adores, nevertheless, his little Theo, and 
that little Theo's beautiful fiancee:' 

At the end of this long speech, his face which had 
in the middle of it been sombre with a sense of his 
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own iniquity, suddenly cleared, until a radiant smile 
transfigured it 

" My little brother adores you, M. Joyselle," said 
Brigit, suddenly, ," he will be so pleased. He calls 
your hair a halo ! " 

" A sad sinner's halo, then. The beautiful saints 
have others. And your little brother, what is his 
name ? And how old is he ? " 

"Tommy is his name, and he is twelve. He is 
music-mad, and such a dear. Isn't be, Theo?" 

Brigit had never been so happy. It was all like 
a dream, these warm-hearted, simple-minded people, 
the father and mother so ready to love her for the 
son's sake, the mental atmosphere so diflerent from 
that to which she was accustomed. She felt younger 
and, somehow, better, than ever before. And T£ho 
would be very helpful to Tommy, and Tommy's joy 
in hearing Joyselle play, something very beautiful. 
She had sent a wire to her mother the night before 
at the station, but her mother would not answer it, 
and there were at least several hours between her 
and the moment when she must leave Golden 
Square. The very name was beautiful 1 

It was raining hard, and the blurred windows 
seemed a kind of magic barrier between her and 
the tiresome old world outside. 

Then there came a ting at the door, and a moment 
later Toinon, the red-elbowed maid-of-alUwork, ap- 
peared, very much alarmed, carrying a card, which 
she gave to Brigit. 

" Oh dear — it is poor Ponty ! " ejaculated the girl, 
involuntarily turning to Joyselle. 

" Poor—? " 
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"Lord Pontefract, Theo. Oh, how tiresome of 
mother ! " 

Joyselle frowned. " Do not call your mother tire- 
some," he said shortly. " But who is this gentleman ? " 

Theo stood, silently looking on. It was plain that 
it seemed to him quite fitting that his father should 
arrange the matter. 

" LordPontefract — a friend of— of ours," stammered 
Brigtt, abashed by the reproof as she had not been 
abashed for years. 

" And do you want to see him ? " 

" No, no, I certainly do not want to see him." 

" Then I will go and tell him so." 

"No, no. I — I had better go, don't you think, 
Theo?" 

Poor Pontefract seemed rather piteous to her as 
he was discussed, and her note had been curt and 
unsympathetic. 

Theo looked up from his work of filling his pipe. 

" I don't know. I should do as papa says." 

" No. I must see him. I shall be back in a minute." 

She ran downstairs almost into Pontefract's arms,for 
he had been left in the passage by the horrified Toinon. 

"Oh — sorry," she exclaimed. "Come in here, 
will you ? " " Here " was the unused " salon " of the 
house, and in its austere ugliness would have at- 
tracted the girl's attention at any other time. But 
she had now before her something she had never seen, 
a perfectly sober Pontefract. And though red, a little 
pufTy, and watery as to eye, the man looked what he 
was, an English gentleman. Brigit felt as though she 
had returned to an uncongenial home after a tour into 
some strange, delightful country. 

D 
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** I — I owe you an apology, I suppose," she said, 
so simply that he stared. 

" No, you don't, Lady Brigit. You wrote me a — a 
very kind note. But I wanted to ask you to re- 
consider. I — I am unhappy." 

There was a short pause during which he looked 
at her unfalteringly, and then he went on with a 
certain dignity, " I have — drunk too much of late 
years, I know, but — I will never do so again. And 
I think I could make you happy." 

"Didmothersendyouhere? "asked thegirl, suddenly. 

'* No. I telephoned her this morning for youraddress. 
She would be glad — if you could make up your mind." 

'' I have made up my mind, Lord Pontefract. I 
am going to marry Theo Joyselle. And — I think 
I am going to be happy. I — like them all very 
much. And — " holding out her hand, " I am very 
sorry to have hurt you." 

As she spoke, the sound of music — violin-music — 
came down the stairs. They both started, for it was 
the Wedding March from Lohengrin. 

Brigit's small face went white with anger. " I — 
am sorry," she stammered, " it is — ghastly. It isn't 
Theo — it is his father. Oh, do go." 

Pontefract nodded. "Yes, Til go. And — never 
mind, Brigit. He doesn't know^ the old chap ! " 

He left the room hastily and she ran upstairs, her 
hands clenched. 

It was as she expected : Theo had left the room, 
and Joyselle stood alone by the open door, his face 
radiant with malicious delight. ^^ Parti, hein? 1 
thought he'd — What is the matter?" he ended 
hastily, staring at her. 
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She went straight to him, breathing hard, her 
brows nearly meeting. " How could you do such a 
thing ? It was abominable, hideous." 

" What was abominable ? " 

" To play that Wedding March ? Theo had told 
you about — about him, and you did it to hurt him. 
Oh, how could anybody do such a thing." 

Joyselle put his violin carefully into its case. 

" You are rude, mademoiselle," he returned, sternly, 
" very rude indeed. But you are — my guest." 

And he left the room. 

Brigit's temper was very violent, but she had seen 
in his set face signs of one much worse than her own 
and, with the strange unexpectedness that seemed to 
characterise the man, his last move was as fully that 
of a gentleman as his trick with the Wedding March 
had been shocking. 

He was her host, and — he had left her rather than 
forget that fact. 

For the first time in her life she was utterly at a 
loss. What should she do ? 

She was still standing where he had left her when 
Madame Joyselle came in, perfectly serene, and closed 
the door. 

"What is the matter?" she asked calmly, sitting 
down and folding her hands. 

" I — M. Joyselle — hurt one of my friends — he was 
— rude. And then—" 

" Cest fo. And then you were rude. Never mind, 
he will not think of it again, and neither must you." 

Brigit was silent, and stood fooking at le Con- 
qu6rant. She Aad been very impolite, and Joyselle's 
discourtesy was after all more like a bit of schoolboy 
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malice than the deliberate insult of a grown man* 
And his d^^ified rebuke to her had set her at once 
on the plane of a naughty child ! 

Were they both grown up, or both children ? Or 
was he grown and she a child, or was she grown 
and he a child? It was very puzzling and very 
absurd. She wanted to rage and she wanted to laugh. 

She laughed. Because as she turned towards the 
disinterested spectator on the sofa, Joyselle came in, 
his face bearing such a reflection of the expression 
she felt to be in her own, that she could not resist 

*^Bon. It is laugh, then?" he cried, kissing her 
hands. "It appears Belle- Ange has a temper tool 
Let us forget all. about it. F^licit6, my dear, bring 
us Hydromel, and we will drink forgetfulness." He 
opened the door of the cage, and William the Con- 
queror came mincing out, waddling on his inturned 
toes like some fat, velvet-clad dowager. 

Hydromel is a Norman liqueur, thick and cloying. 
Brigtt loathed it, but could not resist Joyselle who, 
the parrot on his left wrist, poured the sweet stuff 
into little glasses and handed one to her. 

" Item : forget that we both have bad tempers," he 
said, striking his glass against hers. " Item : remem- 
ber that we are both good in our hearts; Item: 
remember that father and daughter must be patient 
with each other I " 

As she drained her glass Theo came in and laughed 
as he saw what they were doing. 

"A reconciliation already?" he cried. "Papa, 
what have you been up to ? " 

"We have both been correcting and being cor- 
rected. Bon, c^estfini ! " 




CHAPTER IX 

" A T Y dear Gerald, anyone would think / want'd 

iVA her to do it ! " Lady Kingsmead's voice was 
very fretful, for Carron had done nothing but talk to 
her about Brigit for the last fortnight, and though 
she knew that his old love for herself was dead and 
buried, yet she enjoyed having an occasional flower 
of speech laid on its grave. 

" I really believe you are in love with her," she 
went on after a pause, as he did not answer. 

« Bosh ! " 

"But it certainly looks like it. You do nothing 
but talk about her." 

Carron roused himself with an effort. '* My dear 
Tony, you are absurd. You know perfectly well that 
I have never loved any woman but you. You have 
led me a dog's life for years; you prevented my 
getting on in my career, because it amused you to 
have me dangling about — " 

" Oh, Gerald ! " 

He relapsed into silence with relief, for he had 
attained his end, and while she dilated on the extra- 
ordinary strength of her love for him, and the im- 
possibility life would have been to her without him, 
he was free to let his mind revert to the treadmill 
line of thought that had tortured him ever since 
Brigit's engagement 
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Ladt K. You lemember Carron (a/ifw^.>Ah, Tony ! 
that horrible winter when (Inpettd) She aimV love the 
you went to India ? boy. That much is quite 



Lady K. The awful 
cables you used to send 
me ? Heavens, how I cried 
every night, Geny! And 
how horrid Kiogsmead 
was that year. &> jealous. 

Lady K. (rtpreachfitUy). 
That is unfair, dear. You 
know I never loved anyone 
but you I 



Carron {aloud). You were 
always such an abominable 
flirt ! {In petto) If I only 
knew w^ she hates me so; 
God ! it's worse than 
hatred, it's loathing. 

Carron {alowt). But you 
flirted, Tony, yes, you did. 
You nearly drove me mad 
with jealousy. {In petto) 
Damn it all, how can I get 
away and go for a walk? 
This is unbearable: You 
old idiot, if you only knew 
how you bore me ! 

And so on, and so on, all the trisie canton. 
Lady KJngsmead's boudoir was a charming room 
done in white and pale corn-colour. There were 
many books, but Tomniy had one day betrayed the 
limitations of their field of usefulness by asking his 
mother before several people, " Mother, where do you 
keep the books you read? " 

There were many flowers, beautiful Turkey carpets, 
shaded lamps, overloaded little tables whose mission in 
life appeared to be the driving parlour-maids, how- 
ever reluctant, to the process of dusting, and, in the 
darkest corner, where its faded gilding was supposed 
to lighten the gloom, a beautiful old harp. The 
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harp belonged to Mr Isaacs in Baker Street, but was 
supposed to have been played by the fair fingers of 
Lady Kingsmead's grandmother. 

The furniture and hangings, all new, belonged to 
Messrs Bampton in Piccadilly, as did the carpets. 
The pictures, belonging to the entail, were paid for. 
Lady Kingsmead lay on a chaise-longue and played 
with a Persian kitten named Omar. 

Carron sat opposite her in a low chair smoking 
cigarettes. It was just four o'clock. 

" I suppose she'll curse me out for being here," 
Carron began suddenly, feeling that he deserved, 
after his hasty excursion into the churchyard of his 
ancient love, a short indulgence in his present feel- 
ings, *' she's a good hater, that girl of yours." 

" Yes, she has a very nasty temper. Now I, with all 
my faults — "(pause) " with all my faults, never could 
stay angry more than five minutes. Besides, I was 
always so sensitive." 

** Yes, oh, yes. What train does she come by, did 
you say ? " 

"The 4.27. Perhaps you'd like to go and meet 
her?" 

He laughed, his blue eyes narrowing. "Thanks, 
no. And the others ? " 

"Oh, / don't know. The list is there at your 
elbow. You are dull to-day, Gerald." 

" I know I am. I think I'm in for an attack of 
flue, or something ; feel shivery and all-overish. And 
I think you might be able to understand my 
hating to have your daughter make such a horrible 
mesalliance^ Tony." 

She was touched, with the pathetic facility for 
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being touched common to fading beauties. Rising, 
she laid her pretty hand on his shoulder. " Poor 
darling, I am sorry I was cross. It is dear of you to 
mind. I hated it too, at first, for poor old Ponty is a 
gentleman, and he is awfully cut up. But after all, it 
may not be a bad thing. She's a very queer girl, 
Gerald, not at all easy to live with, and this boy 
Joyselle is really nice. Besides, he has plenty of 
money — " 

"By the way," interrupted Carron, tossing the 
kitten to a soft chair, " where did he get the money 7 
The fiddling chap can't have much. They say he's 
a great spendthrift — " 

" No, it isn't that. I mean Isabel Clough-Hardy 
left it to him. You remember, the moie-y one who 
died in Egfypt?" 

" Did she ? He must have been a mere child when 
she died I You mean Hugh HisUp's daughter ? " 

" Yes. Oh yes, it was years ago. They say she 
was in love with Victor Joyselle before she married." 

" By Jove ! Why didn't he marry her ? " 

" Because in this unenlightened land no man is 
allowed to have more than one wife at a time — 
Ob, Tommy, what have you been doing f " 

Kingsmead, who had come in without knocking, 
sat down and stretched his thin legs over the arm of 
the chair. " Ratting." 

" Oh, you nasty child 1 What a beastly thing — " 

"Ratting, my dear mother, is a fine, manly, old- 
time sport. Most fellows of my age and appearance 
would be making love to their mothers' friends, 
but I bar women. Sport," he added solemnly, " for 
Thomas Edward, Eart of Kingsmead." 
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Carron, who had always disliked the boy, looked at 
him. '* So you bar women ? Many other * men of 
your appearance ' have said the same." 

It was a nasty thrust, but Tommy, though he felt 
it, grinned cheerfully. 

'* Stungy' he cried, laying his hand on his heart in 
an absurd theatrical gesture, ''your bolt has gone 
home, my dear fellow. But experience may take the 
place of beauty at fifty." 

Carron started. He loathed being fifty, he loathed 
Tommy ; he loathed everything. 

Tommy turned to the kitten and talked artless 
nonsense to it to fill up the pause that followed, and 
Lady Kingsmead powdered her nose with a bit of 
chamois skin that lived in a silver box full of Fuller's 
earth under the chaise-longue pillows. 

"Glad Brigit's coming?" asked Tommy, turning 
with appalling suddenness to Carron, whose hatred 
for him increased tenfold as he tried to answer 
carelessly. 

As he replied, Brigit came in, without a hat, but 
covered from head to foot with a rough tweed coat. 
Her wavy hair was very wet, and her gloves, as she 
pulled them off, dripped on the floor. In her pearly 
pale cheeks was a lovely pink tinge. 

" What a day ! " she cried. ** I can't kiss you, 
mother, — how d'ye do, Gerald. Tommy, you angel, 
come and be drowned in sister's fond embrace !" 

They all stared at her. " It's such a jolly rain. I 
drove myself in the cart that had gone for Mr Green. 
Green came in the brougham, poor dear! Well — 
what are you all staring at, souls ? " 

" You look so— so young, Bicky," answered Tommy 
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with an eflTort " What a good time you must have 
had?" 

Having taken off her coat and thrown her ruined 
gloves into the fire, she sat down by her brother and 
put her arm round him. 

" Dear little boyt I am young, Thomas, and I did 
have a good time. He is going to play for you, dear 
-~all you want him to. He is a — a — what shall I say?" 
Her eyes crinkled with amusement as she sought for 
a word. " He really is a — ripper, Tommy, And he 
has a human dog named Papillon — But-ter-fly," she 
added, still smiling and obviously quoting, "also a 
parrot" 

" And a wife," put in Carron, sharply. 

She looked at him, her face stiffening into its old 
expression of surly hauteur. 

" You have seen her ? " 

" No. But a friend of mine has. Charley Master- 
ton, Tony. He says she looks like a clean old 
peasant" 

" That is exactly what she is — bravo, Charley 
Masterton ! A clean old peasant Joyselle, too, is a 
peasant They come from near Falaise, and as a girl 
Madame Joyselle wore a cap. Is there no tea 
going ? " 

Lady Kiiigsmead, who hated rows unless she was 
one of the principals, rang the bell. 

" How was Pam ? " she asked hastily. 

" As nice as ever. They both sent you their love, 
by the way. I had a heavenly week there, and they 
liked Theo so much. He came down for the week- 
end. Oh, mother " — she went on as the man who had 
answered the bell closed the door, " please ask them 
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down soon, will you ? The clean old peasant won't 
come, she never leaves home, and ke is — perfectly 
presentable." 

Lady Kingsmead watched her daughter in amaze- 
ment Tommy, as usual, was right ; Brigit looked, 
and seemed, years younger than she had done a fort- 
night a^o. 

"Yes, my dear, I'll write to-night," she said with 
the graciousness she used at will, and that was so 
charming. Then she added, " I might ask htm when 
the Duchess comes. He is sure to love duchesses, 
those kind of people always do." 

"Yes, and as to duchesses, those kind of people 
frequently like good music for nothing." 

But there was no bitterness in her tone, and mother 
and daughter smiled at each other. 



CHAPTER X 

THE Duchess did like good music for nothing, 
and when, a week later, she was told on her 
arrival that Joyselle was to be of the party, she was 
much pleased. She was only an ancient dowager, 
full of aches and pains and sad and merry memories, 
but she was a great favourite nevertheless, for her 
aches and pains and sad memories were kept safely 
in the background, whereas her merry and sometimes 
somewhat shocking recollections made her the very 
best of good company. 

"A great man, my dear," she told Lady Kings- 
mead, " one of the finest artists f ever heard. I re- 
member once in Petersburg, Heaven only knows how 
many centuries ago, hearing him play before the Czar. 
He was extraordinarily handsome then, a tall young 
fellow — he can't be much over forty now — very broad 
and strong-looking, with beautiful wavy brown hair 
and gorgeous black eyes. The Grand Duchess 
Anastasia-Katherine was very much in love with 
him, and he with her. She gave him a rose before 
everybody — a red rose — and he kissed it quite boldly 
before he put it into his coat. A remarkably dashing 
young man t " 

" You have heard, I suppose, that my girl is going 
to marry his son ? " 

" Bless me no ! Has the creature a son "i Men of 
that type ought never to marry and have sons. 
What is he like, the boy ? " 
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" A delightful person, Duchess, and we are all so 
pleased about it. I had hoped for some time that 
she would take him — ^anyone could see how things 
were going with him — but she was always so peculiar, 
and I rather feared at one time that she would say 
no," and so on, and so on. Lady Kingsmead did 
not know she was lying, and the Duchess, who was 
sleepy and had on a tight dress, did not care. When 
she had found out who the other guests were to be, 
and that dinner was at half-past eight, she waddled 
upstairs, looking remarkably like Guillaume le 
Conqu^rant in her grey dress, and went to sleep. 

Lady Kingsmead had a cup of Bovril which she 
had been told was excellent for the complexion 
(although as her complexion was always carefully 
concealed from the eye of man, also from the far 
more piercing one of woman, it may be asked why 
she considered it). Then she had her maid lock her 
dressing-room door, and give her an hour's facial 
massage. 

At seven, Joyselle arrived, and she was told that 
he had arrived. 

" Ask Mr Joyselle to come to my boudoir, Burton." 

" Very good, my lady." 

When Joyselle was ushered in, he found a beautiful 
person in a lacy white tea-gown reading Maeterlinck 
on a satin chaise-longue. 

He kissed her hand. 

'* I am glad to have an opportunity of seeing you, 
Lady Kingsmead," he began abruptly, fixing his 
dark eyes on hers. '' Our little private correspondence 
has, I trust, been as pleasing to you as it has to me ? " 

" I have greatly enjoyed it." 
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" I am delighted. And they — the fiances know 
nothing of it ? " 

" Of course not, Monsieur Joyselle," . Her lady- 
ship bowed with some dignity as she spoke, for 
twside being a very great artist, this person with 
the quiet air of authority was also a peasant. 

" As I said, I rather doubted the wisdom of writing 
to you, but Theo is a baby regarding money, and as 
you of course must consider the matter as not 
altogether advantageous in the point of birth — for 
we have no birth, my wife and I, we were just born," 
— he smiled delightfully, — " I thought it only just to 
reassure your — " he was on the point of saying 
" mother's heart," but thought better of it, and hastily 
substituted the word "mind," "on this point of 
money. Theo, by the will of my dear friend, Lady 
Isabel Clough'Hardy, does not come of age until he 
is twenty-five, in something less than three years' 
time. But you now understand that I, as guardian, 
am prepared to do all I can for the two dear children." 

He was handsome, the Duchess was right. And 
he was beautifully dressed. And he would play for 
her guests after dinner. 

Lady Kingsmead held out her jewelled hand. 

" I am very glad that it happened," she said 
sweetly. " Tbeo's a dear boy, and seems to make 
my little girl very happy." 

" Ves, they seem happy. Ah — is this Tommy ? " 

It was. A spick-and-apan Tommy, with very wet 
hair and b nervoui smile; a Tommy with cold hands 
and a curious twitching behind his knees. For he 
had come to Olympus to see a god. 

Jo)rselle hejdjut bis big strong hand and Tommy's 
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disappeared in it. Thus, sometimes, are friendships 
made. 

" I say — you can play," stammered the boy. " I — 
it is glorious." 

" You love music, Brigitte says." 

" Don't I just. She says you'll play for me some 
time." 

Tommy's small greenish eyes were wet with 
irrepressible tears of adoration. 

Joyselle rose. " Come with me to my room now, 
Tommy, and I will play for you. Vous permeUez, 
madame?" 

Lady Kiogsmead bowed graciously, but when the 
door closed, frowned with disgust, and putting 
Maeterlinck on the table, drew Claudine from under 
an embroidered pillow and began to read. 

Tommy, treading on air, accompanied Joyselle to 
his room, and sitting on the floor as the easiest place 
in which to contain almost unbearable rapture, 
listened. 

Joyselle, as he played, recalled another tittle boy 
who, years before, had listened in much the same 
way to another man playing the violin, and the 
comparison is not so far-fetched as it seems, for 
although the blind fiddler of the sunny day in 
Normandy had been only a third-rate scraper of the 
bow, and Joyselle one of the world's very greatest 
artists, yet in one thing they joined issue. Each of 
them gave to the listening child before him his very 
best. 



CHAPTER XI 

DINNER that night was a very grand affair. 
Fledge inspired awe by his majestic mien — 
Fledge liked duchesses — and Burton and William, 
the recently promoted, with their heads striped with 
grease and powder, looked to the enraptured eyes of 
the female servants their very best. 

There were crimson roses in beautiful silver vases 
on the table, and in the centre stood s particularly 
hideous but very valuable silver ship — "given," as 
Tommy once gravely explained to a guest, "by 
somebody or other — a king, or an admiral, I think — 
to one of my ancestors, in the seventeenth century, 
who did something or other rather well." 

Lady Kingsmead, under the Duchess' influence, 
was suflfering from one of her attacks of thinking 
Tommy "quaint," so, by the old lady's suf^estion, 
the boy was allowed to sit at the foot of his own 
table, pretending, as he had told his sister he should 
find it necessary to do, to be as young as his mother's 
guests. 

. The Duchess, greatly diverted by his demeanour, 
and reinforced on her other side by an amusing, sad 
d(^ of thirty, who wrote wicked novels, thoroughly 
enjoyed her dinner. There are so many reasons for 
enjoying one's dinner ; some people do, because they 
like to meet their fellow-creatures; some because 
they like being seen at certain houses ; some because 
they have beauty to display or stories to tell ; and 
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some because they enjoy eating and drinking simply 
as eating and drinking. The Duchess, in that she en- 
joyed dining for all the reasons above cited, except 
that of bothering her ancient head about whose house 
she was seen at, was extremely pleased with her 
entertainment. She wagged her old head — white 
now, quite frankly, after many years of essays in 
difficult tints — whispered to her novelist, and made 
love to Tommy quite shamelessly. 

*' You look like an Eastern potentate, you are so 
silent and serious," she told him once. " Do I bore 
you so horribly, or is it Miss Letchworth?" 

*' I am not bored at all, Duchess," answered the 
boy, simply, " I am thinking." 

" And what are you thinking about ? " 

Tommy hesitated. Under her frivolous manner 
he knew the Duchess had a heart, and very human 
sympathies. 

''I want to be a violinist," he said slowly, after 
a pause, during which the Duchess, with a little 
shriek, rescued her salad, which William had pounced 
upon. 

" A violinist ! " 

" Hush. Please don't tell." 

" Of course Til not tell, but—" 

" Have you heard him play ? " 

" Joyselle ? Of course I have." 

" Well ? " asked Tommy, in quiet triumph. What 
more could anyone say ? 

The old woman smiled sweetly at him. She too 
had been young, and remembered. And there was 
in this little plain boy a certain strain of blood that 
she loved ; his grandmother had been a Yeoland. 

B 
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''So you really love it that much, do you? It 
means hard work, Tommy." 

" I know," nodded the boy, gravely. 

And his mother, seeing his gravity, feared that he 
was not being sufficiently quaint to amuse the old 
lady, and screamed down the table at him to tell the 
Duchess the story of the jibbing pony at the Irish 
race meeting. The story was not told. 

On her right hand Lady Kingsmead had the local 
M.F.H., a dull man with his head full of hounds, as 
she expressed it. But on her left sat Joyselle, and as 
a guest he was certainly perfect. Lady Kingsmead 
in pale pink and pearls was good enough to look at, 
and feeling that she wished to be made love to» he 
made love to her, as was his duty. And he did it 
well, for he was an artist. He was not conspicuous, 
or over-impassioned, or over-adoring (very few 
women like unmixed adoration), but he was amusing, 
a trifle outrageous, admiring, and tactful. He was 
also amazingly handsome. 

Down to her left. Lady Kingsmead could see 
Carron being bored to death by the wife of the 
M.F.H., who, some one said, if he had his head full 
of hounds and foxes, certainly had hers full of coals 
and blankets. For the vicar was a bachelor, and 
poor Lady Brinsley hated hounds and foxes, and 
really loved helping the poor. And being of the 
simple-minded who talk to strangers out of the ful- 
ness of their hearts, she was telling him sadly of the 
shameful way in whidi the coal-dealer had cheated 
poor dear Mr Smith. 

Mentally damning poor dear Mr Smith and his 
friend, as well as the whole race of coal-dealers. 
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CarroQ watched Brigit as she talked to Theo and 
her other neighbour, Pat Yelverton, who watched 
her in quite evident surprise. 

" May I be rude and make a personal remark ? " 
he asked her presently. She smiled. "Yes." 
Yelverton hesitated, and then said slowly, "You 
have changed wonderfully since I last saw you, 
Lady Brigit." 

" You mean that I am not so disagreeable ? " 

" I mean — " 

" I know. And you are right, Mr Yelverton. I 
was very horrid, and now I am — nicer — because I 
am very happy. It's a selfish reason, but I hope 
I can use it as — as a kind of means to a good end." 

Yelverton held his breath. Was it possible that 
the mere fact of being engaged to a sweet-natured 
youth like Theo Joyselle could cause such a miracle 
as this t>efore his eyes ? What was the boy to 
change Brigit from a sullen, caustic woman into a 
charming, lovely, young girl i 

" I am very glad for you," he said presently, "and 
for him. I'm a sorry old stager, Lady Brigit, but it 
is good to see two young things like you and Joyselle 
find each other — in time." As so often liappens, his 
mood was answering hers, and she remembered 
some story she had heard long ago about him and 
some girl who had drowned herself. 

" Thank you," she said, very gently, and turned to 
Theo, for she had a manlike fear of intruding on 
people's secrets. But Yelverton was one of 
those unfortunate beings who, when they turn to 
their sentimental past, must turn not to the memory 
of one face, but to a kind of romantic mosaic of 
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many faces, that in time takes on the horrid semblance 
of a composite photograph* So it is to be feared 
that the sad little story of the girl who drowned 
herself because he, who loved her, made casual and 
so to speak duty-love to a married woman, had not 
occurred to him, as Brigit, in her new-found kindliness 
of supposition, took for granted. 

It was a wonderful dinner to the girl ; wonderful 
in the indulgence that had come over her regarding 
her convives^ and in the interesting things she found 
it possible to glean from the snatches of talk she 
caught from time to time. Alert, bright-eyed, an 
unwonted smile ever hovering on her mouth, she 
listened, and young Joyselle watched her in a fearful 
ecstasy of joy. 

He felt, in his innocent youth, so old, so wicked, 
so world-worn for this radiant angel who had given 
herself to him. It was too good to be true, and he 
trembled at the thought. But after dinner, when he 
had at last been able to fly to the drawing-room, the 
Duchess had a beautiful word to say to him. " Mr 
Joyselle," the old woman began abruptly, beckoning 
to him, '* come here for a second, I want to congratu- 
late you." 

*' Thank you, Duchess ; I — I am indeed to be con- 
gratulated, for she is the most perfect — " 

" T^, tk, tk, I don't mean that at all ! I mean I 
want to congratulate you on what you have been 
able to do for her in so short a time." 

" I ? To do for her ? " He was honestly puzzled. 

" Yes, you. Do you suppose she has always been 
what she is now 7 Not a bit of it. The last time I 
saw Brigit Mead, — it was at Ascot — she was a very 
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good-looking, of course — oh, unbelievably beautiful, 
if you prefer it, but an ill-tempered, black-faced 
young minx, who should have been put on bread and 
water for a month to correct her manner." 

" Her manners ! " shouted Theo, unable to believe 
his ears. 

'' No. Her manners were always all right, but her 
manner was atrocious. And you have made her 
most delightful, as well as ten times lovelier than I 
would have thought possible. There, now you may 
go to her." And Theo wasted no time. 

" Love is a strange thing, isn't it," went on the old 
woman to her neighbour, without looking to see 
who he was, for it is a remark that may safely be 
addressed to anybody. 

**It is a damnable thing," growled the afflicted 
Carron, for it was he who chanced for his sins to 
have paused just then under the pretence of lighting 
a cigarette. 

" Exactly," assented the Duchess, briskly. " It has 
led you an awful life, Gerald, hasn't it ? " 

"The absurdity of calling that boy's feelings for 
Brigit by the same word that must express — " 

"Yours for her mother, eh? Go away, you im- 
moral thing ! " 



CHAPTER XII 

THERE was to be no Bridge that evening, and 
by unspoken consent everyone sat in the 
hall. It was a cold night and the roaring fire was 
pleasant to hear, and in the expressive slang of the 
time, " things went." 

Everyone was amused, for the time being ; the 
bores had ceased from boring, and the bored were 
at rest. Brigit, who loved to look into wet and 
be dry, to look into cold and be warm, sat in the one 
plain glass window in the place (its coloured prede- 
cessor bad been broken by a Roundiiead cannon- 
ball and for vain-glorious Family Reasons, never been 
replaced), so that she could look alternately into the 
storm and at the comfortable, cheery scene within. 

She wore white, and in her hair a tiny wreath of 
green enamel bay-leaves. And to her beauty was, 
as the Duchess had so plainly felt, added the great 
graces of good-humour and simplicity. 

" After all," thought the wise old lady, watching 
her, " all happy women are simple." 

Tommy, big with his splendid secret, roamed 
about the room, his hands in his pockets, his chin 
poked up thoughtfully. 

It was all very, well to be an earl if one wanted 
to rule one's mother and get one's own way 
generally, but when one wants to be a violinist, 
then an earldom is distinctly a bore. He had never 
heard of a British peer who at the same time was a 
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great musician, but which of the two positions 
precluded the other he could not decide. 

He wished, naturally, to begin work at once. He 
would have to have a serious talk with his mother 
to-night — if these people ever went to bed. 

Bicky looked heavenly to-night. My word ! what 
a sister for any fellow to have f 

And Joyselle — he was far too great a person to be 
" Mistered." Fancy Mr Beethoven, or Mr Paderewski ! 
— Joyselle the Great and Glorious, would help him. 
The mater appeared to like him. It was strange, for 
she had been in a terrible rage the first day or two — 
but she certainly was as pleased as Punch now. 

Joyselle had crossed the room and was sitting by 
Bicky now. By Jove, he was patting her hand ! 
And before everybody. 

Suddenly he rose, she smiled up into his dark face, 
and he called Tommy. 

" Tommy, will you go to my room and bring me 
my Amati ? " 

Why Tommy did not then and there burst with 
joy, that enraptured little boy never knew. When he 
put the violin into the master's hand the child 
trembled so that the master saw it. " When I have 
played one thing, you are to go to bed," he said 
gravely. " You are tired." 

And the spoiled and headstrong Tommy, he whose 
word was law to his mother and many other people, 
nodded obediently. ** I will play again for you 
alone, to-morrow," added Joyselle. 

Then he went and stood near the fire, the red light 
flashing on him, and played. 

The first thing, plainly for Tommy, was a Norman 
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Cradle-song, very slow and monotonous, and full of 
strange harmonies. When it was over, Tommy 
quietly withdrew. To-morrow was to be his day. 

Brigit Mead had stayed at the house in Golden 
Square for a full week, and during that week she had 
heard her future father-in-law play a dozen times or 
more. 

He had played in the crimson velvet dressing- 
gown, in morning clothes, in evening dress, once 
even in the fur-lined coat. Yet it seemed to her, as 
she watched and listened now, in the great hall of 
the house of her fathers, that she had never heard 
quite this same man play. 

At home he had been "Beau-papa," noisy and 
demonstrative, or solemn with artistic responsibility 
and reverence, but always the oldish man playing 
to his family. Now, in some way, he was meta- 
morphosed. He was now"Joyselle," — he was, as she 
listened and watched, an unusually handsome, not 
yet middle-aged gentleman, playing the violin as an 
artist, but indisputably a gentleman. 

She recalled, with a shudder, his awful lack of 
taste displayed the day Pontefract called; she re- 
membered her amusement on his insisting on wear- 
ing a pale blue satin tie one day when he was 
lunching at a club to meet a great pianist, and 
Theo's subsequent search among his belongiugs for 
other similar horrors. 

She remembered his over-loud laugh and his 
too-ready gesture. She smiled, however, as she told 
herself that he was a peasant. 

As she listened, her love for music quite subor- 
dinated to her strange interest in the mere man. 
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Theo leant forward and whispered quietly : " Brigit, 
do you really care a little for me ? " 

*' Yes." She smiled affectionately at him, for was 
it not he who made her so happy ? 

And then the poor girl drew a long, shuddering 
breath, and leant back behind the curtain, for she had 
suddenly realised that it was not Theo who made her 
happy. It was thefact that hewas Victor Joyselle'sson. 

And it was the big man with the violin who — who 
— who made her happy. 

It was a miserable end to her childish dream of 
felicity, for she was brave enough to admit to herself 
without the least hesitation what it was that had 
happened. 

And when Joyselle at length stopped playing, and 
came back to sit by her, she smiled at him in very good 
imitation of her own smile of half an hour before. 

But he was not satisfied. 

"You did not like it? " he asked simply. 

" Of course I did — it was splendid^ 

"Yet I could not hold you," he persisted, his 
vanity evidently a little hurt. He could not hold her I 

"Didn't we like it, Theo?" she urged, turning to 
the young man. 

"To tell the truth, I didn't hear a note," he admitted, 
not in the least shamefacedly. " I was looking at you." 

" Lucky young beggar," laughed Joyselle, " small 
wonder! You two make a very pleasant picture," 
he added, " and in a year or two — " 

"Father," protested Theo, blushing scarlet in 
quick French sympathy for the strange suscepti- 
bilities of his ^ngWsh fiancdey " don't ! " 

Brigit rose slowly. " I must go and say good- 
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oight to Tommy," she said. " I shall be down in a 
few minutes." 

Tommy was in bed, reading a very large book by 
the light of an electric lamp. 

"What have you got there?" his sister asked, 
lying down by him and pressing her face to the cool 
pillow. 

"Oh nothing. I just thought I ought to know 
something about — Amatis. It's very interesting," 
he returned solemnly, and then burst out: "Oh, 
Bick, isn't be simply glorious I " 

" Yes, Tommy." 

" There was never anyone like him. Not only the 
6ddling, but — everything. Don't you think soP 
Don't you, Bicky P " he persisted anxiously. 

" Yes, Tommy dear," 

" I do think you the luckiest girl in the whole 
world. Just fancy being his daughter." 

"Yes, Tommy." 

Her head whirled, her heart beat hard, her hands 
were as cold as ice. This, she told herself, was the 
plunge; it would be better shortly. And when it 
was better, then she could begin to fight. For she 
would fight. It was a monstrous thing, a nightmare, 
and she would fight it down. 

" Brigit" 

" Yes, Tommy f " With an efTort she roused herself 
and sat up. 

Tommy had closed the book and put tt away. 
He now sat hunched in bed, his thin arms in their 
pale blue sleeves clasping his knees. " Brigit, do 
you think a peer could ever be a really great 
violinist 7 " 



CHAPTER XIII 

A SLEEPLESS night is always a bad thing, but 
it is full of horror when its victim is haunted 
by an ever-recurring thought. 

Brigit Mead went to her room, dismissed what 
her brother called her half of Am^lie, the French 
maid, put on a dressing-gown, and sat down by the 
fire to think. 

Her room was very exposed, and the wind howled 
dismally round the comer of the house, while the 
rain fell in violent gusts against the ancient panes. 
It was a comfort to hear the storm, for it made the 
fire welcome, and a fire is comforting. 

The girl huddled close to it, and according to her 
wont, began uttering her thoughts in a whisper. 

" It is that. There's no doubt. And that is why 
I was so happy. He doesn't know, that's one com- 
fort. Only — what on earth am I to do P I wonder 
if it will get worse or better, the more I see him ! 
If only he would make some more horrible blunders, 
or — or what ? It isn't what he does, it's what he is. 
It isn't even the playing. I barely heard him to-night. 
And Theo — poor Theo. He must never suspect 
But then, he never would, unless I shouted it in his 
ear!" 

She paused and put another log on the fire. 

" He will, though, unless I am very careful. He 
isn't old at all — forty- two is young nowadays — and 
I'm sure he likes women. I daresay, if I hadn't been 

75 



76 THE HALO 

engaged to Theo, he would have liked me. Most of 
'em do. And I never looked better !□ my life than 
I looked to-night. Vain beast ! " 

Presently she got up, and roamed aimlessly about 
the room. The door leading into her little sitting- 
room was open, and she went in and switched on 
the l^bt " He wants to come in here to-morrow, 
and see where I live. Liuet He wants to see my 
books. I'll hide those French ones, they'd shock 
— Beau-papa, I suppose, though they aren't very bad. 
But what am I to (^? Can I go on being engaged 
—can I many Theo while I — love his father ? Would 
marrying Theo cure me, or make it worse \ And 
suppose he fell in love with me after we were married I 
And she — Gerald's ' clean old peasant,' wouldn't she 
be horrified ? Poor old thing, she is very nice, but — 
and Tommy wanting to be a violinist ! A nice family 
party, upon my word I " 

She laughed harshly and pulled her dressing-gown 
closer about her. It was cold in here. 

" I suppose I'd better tell Theo the truth — or no, 
just that I've changed my mind. No, I can't do 
that, for I'd never see him again. I want to see 
him, there's no danger, he'll never suspect me." 

Up and down the two rooms she paced, her two 
long black plaits hanging over her shoulders and 
accentuating the Red-Indian character of her face. 
" How Gerald would gloat," she thought, suddenly, 
clenching her hands. " The beast ! " 

The stable clock struck one. She had thought that 
wretched old Duchess would never want to go to bed. 

" I wish I could tell Pam. According to the 
Duchess, Fam is a mine of wisdom. But 1 know 
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what she did about that Peele man, and I haven't 
the courage to do that. Oh, why did I ever see Theo ? 
Then Td have married Ponty, and — whats that?*^ 
Wheeh'ng fiercely she faced the door leading from 
her sitting-room into the passage. It opened noise- 
lessly and Carron came in, dressed as she had last 
seen him. 

"Hush, don't be frightened, Brigit. I saw your 
light and—" 

" Well, — and ? " She looked as if she were about 
to spring at his throat, and he closed the door 
quietly and entered her bedroom. 

" My good child, don't be melodramatic ! I only 
wanted to tell you that — that I am sorry I was rude 
to you the day you left — " 

"Rude, were you? I had quite forgotten it. 
Now go." 

''No, thanks. I will sit down for a moment. 
Brigit, you are a very foolish woman. Hush, I will 
tell you why. Firstly, because you are going to marry 
the son of that musical mountebank, and secondly, 
because you seem bound to make an enemy of me." 

" Threats ? " 

She stood looking down at him with a smile as 
disagreeable, though not as evil, as his own. " Don't 
you be melodramatic. And please go. If you don't, 
I'll ring for Amdie." 

" I don't mind." 

And she knew that he did not. She, on the other 
hand did, for she had always disliked and distrusted 
the Frenchwoman. " If you prefer one of the men ? " 

" They won't hear you ; men-servants never do. 
And, besides, I'm going in a minute. Listen, Brigit, 
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you have, during the past year, done everything you 
could to hurt me. Do you think it's fair, all things 
considered ? " 
" Fair or unfair, your— attentions annoy me." 
"Well — your attitude annoys me, and unless you 
change it, I'll— geteven with you. Now, there's plain 
English for you." He rose. "That's all I wanted 
to say. Rather pretty, your room." 

"Very good," she sneered. "In the language of 
your favourite branch of dramatic art, 'do your 
worst'" 

" And you intend to continue to torture me till — 
till I can't bear it ? " His face whitened, and there 
was real ^ony in his voice. After all, he was 
suffering too, and suddenly, for the first time, she 
pitied him. 

" I am sorry, Gerald," she said, bending towards 

bim and laying her hand on his shoulder, " I — " 

" Hush I " reaching out his hand he switched off the 

light, for they had both heard slow footsteps coming 

softly down the passage. 

The room was dark now but for the fire which had 
died down, and luckily they stood in the shadow. 
The soft footsteps, heavy, though they would have 
been noiseless at any other hour than this most 
quiet one, approached slowly and deliberately. 
Instinctively the girl clung to the man, and he put 
his arms round her for the first time since she was a 
little child. Even in their mutual fright, she felt bis 
heart give a wild throb. 

Then the door opened gently and on the threshold 
appeared — Tommy, sound asleep, hugging to his 
unconscious breast the volume of the EncyclopcBdia 
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Btilannica in which be bad been reading about the 
Amati. 

Slowly the boy crossed the room and disappeared 
into the sitting-room. 

" Go," whispered Brigit, desperately, " he mustn't 
be waked up — go this way — " 

But CarroR had lost his head, and crushing her 
body close to his, kissed her mouth. She dared not 
scream, much as she loathed the man, because of ber 
brother. Again he kissed her, breathlessly, hungrily, 
and then, just as the little blue-clad figure again 
appeared in the one doorway, he disappeared by the 
other. 

The girl stood quite still, so angry that only the 
unconscious presence of Tommy prevented ber rush- 
ing after the man she bated, to try to kill him with 
her two hands. 

And Tommy, after a moment's hesitation, made his 
slow way back to his room and to bed. When she 
bad tucked him up in safety she went to ber 
mother's room, "Sorry to wake you, mother," she 
said, her voice shaky, "but might I sleep with youP 
I have had such a bad dream and am nervous." 

Lady Kingsraead luckily liked to have her vanity 
played upon by such requests. It pleased her to 
have her daughter turn to her. " Of course, darling," 
she said sleepily. 



CHAPTER XIV 

CARRON was late for breakfast the next morning, 
and when he came in found Brigit sitting in 
her mother's place, laughing and talking with Sir 
Henry Brinsley, who, much pleased by the manner 
in which his dull and endless stories were received, 
subsequently declared that it was all rot calling that 
handsome girl of Lady Kingsmead's dull; very in- 
telligent girl indeed, as a matter of fact 

But for all her composure, Brigit never quite lost 
her tbat-morning-conceived hatred of people who 
have two goes at ham and eggs ; and an infantile 
remark of Tommy's that eggs should be eaten only 
out of the shell, because they " bled all over the plate," 
recurred to her again and again as she watched the 
worthy baronet satisfy his enormous appetite. 

"Mornin", Brigit." "Morning, Gerald." She 
nodded, and he went to a side table for some fish. 

Tbeo, who sat opposite Brigit for the excellent 
reason that his father had insisted on sitting by her, 
took some marmalade. " What are we to do this 
morning?" be asked. 

She frowned with sudden impatience. It was a hor- 
rible question. Would he always ask it at breakfast P 

Then she smiled at him, for his fresh, happy face 
was good to look at. "Oh, nothing — or anything 
you like. Why ? " 

" Because I thought it might be well, if you can 
spare the time, to take papa for a spin in the motor. 
He did not sleep well." 
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She turned to Joyselle. " It is true. I am one of 
the best sleepers in the world, but last night I had a 
bad dream, and it got on my nerves and I lay awake 
for nearly two hours." He spoke with an air of only 
half-amused grievance. 

" I am sorry," she murmured perfunctorily, rising 
to shake hands with Miss Letchworth, whom she had 
always disliked as being one of those people who are 
jocund in the morning. Then, as Yelverton pro- 
ceeded to provide food for the unfortunate jocund one 
(who was really as inclined to matutinal depres- 
sion as any of her betters, but considered it her duty 
to be "cheery"), Brigit realised that she was not 
sorry Joyselle had slept badly ; she was glad. 

"My dream, Brigitte," he went on, his thought 
answering hers, " was about you. You were so un- 
happy, poor child, and I was trying to help you, but 
could not reach you. It was very dreadful, for I 
could hear you call to me." 

"How — pathetic," she answered, with stiffening 
lips. " But — would you like to go motoring ? " He 
nodded delightedly, for his mouth was full of toast. 

" I lave it," he went on, a moment later, " I love to go 
fast, fast, fast. It is wonderful. What is your car ? " 

" It is mother's ; nothing very remarkable in the 
way of speed, I fear. Would you care to go for a 
drive, Lady Brinsley ? " 

But Lady Brinsley had letters to write, and no 
one else volunteering for the excursion, half-past 
eleven found Brigit and Joyselle in the tonneau of 
the car, and Theo sitting with the chauffeur. 

" Go to Kletchley, Hubbard." 

It was a cold, grey day, with a steely sky and a 
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wind that threatened to be high later on. Brigit's 
cap was tied on firmly with a strong green veil, but 
she wore nothing orer her face, and the chill air made 
her feel better. She had not slept at all, and was 
tired, although nothing in her aspect betrayed the fact. 
All n^bt her mind had been busy with its new-found 
problem, and the unusual presence of her mother had 
made her very nervous. But — she had not dared 
return to her room, for fear of finding Carron there. 

If only she had had a father — 

" Vous etes troubled, mafilU" said Joyselle, suddenly 
taking one of her bands in his befurred ones ; " what 
has happened ? Can you not think of me as your 
old papa, and tell me? " 

She started, half frightened, half angry. " I am 
not troubled, M. Joyselle," she returned, in French. 
" I — have a headache, that is all." 

O time-honoured evasion, O classic lie, thou who 
hast served, surely, since Eve's day, used without 
doubt by Helen of Troy, Cleopatra and all the other 
unsaintly women, ancient and modern, whose stones 
are so much more entertaining than those of the 
unco' guid — oh, Splendide Mendax, where should we 
all be without you I 

" A headache ? " Joyselle's magnificent eyes looked 
kindly but searchingly into hers. " No. Not that." 
Then, asking no further question, he leaned back in 
his place and looked out over the fields on his left 

"Daughter — father — child — old man — " she told 

herself with set jaw, " that is what he thinks. He 

is eight years younger than that brute Gerald, 

too." 

The road climbed dully up for half an hour.and then 
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with a quick turn stretched out over splendid downs, 
beyond which lay a narrow glittering strip of grey 
sea. " There is the sea," announced Brigit, perfunc- 
torily. It was not intrinsically beautiful, the scene, 
but as some chord in the human breast almost invari- 
ably vibrates in response to a view of salt water, this 
point was considered, at Kingsmead, to be a parti- 
cularly important one, and as the motor flew on 
Brigit Mead wondered how many hundred times she 
had brought people there with the same curt intro- 
duction, " There is the sea." 

Theo, perfectly happy, turned occasionally to look 
at the other two, but spoke little. It filled him with 
joy to see his beloved and his father together, and 
his engagement was still so young that he had not 
got used to it, and loved to think about it. 

Joyselle, too, was unusually silent for a long time. 
Then at last he turned to Brigit, his face grave as she 
had hitherto seen it only when he was playing. 

" I will not intrude again, Brigitte," he said, his 
deep voice very gentle, " but when — if — you ever 
care to come to me for help or advice — of any kind, 
I shall always be at your service." 

" Thank you," she said, and could say no more, for 
fear of breaking down. Then her sense of humour, 
never very keen, did for once come to the rescue, and 
in an absurd mental flash-light she pictured his face if 
she should suddenly put her head down on his knees 
and wail out the truth : " Yes, dear Beau-papa, advise 
and help me, for I am to be your daughter, my children 
are to be your grandchildren, and — I love you ! " 

Something in her face hurt him, and for the rest of 
the drive he quite simply and frankly sulked. 



CHAPTER XV 

BRIGIT went for a long walk that afternoon, as 
was her wont when she wished to think. As 
she started from the house she met Carron. " Look 
here, Brigit," he said roughly, "you slept with your 
mother last night Was it because you were afraid 
I might come back ?" 

She eyed him with great coolness from under the 
shadow of her felt hat. " No, I was afraid, when I 
left — my little brother — that you might have come 
back." And she took her walking-stick from its 
place. 

" I — I beg your pardon," he returned sullenly, 
looking at her as she stood in the faint autumn sun- 
shine, her well-cut coat and skirt somehow failing to 
takefromherbercuriouslndianair. " I wasabeast." 

"You always are, Gerald. Once when I was a 
child a spider bit me — or do spiders sting? Well, 
it made me a bit sick at first, and then I — foi^ot it. 
Good-bye." 

The man's nerves were evidently in a bad state, 
for at her insult his face broke out into a Cold per- 
spiration and went very white. " Oh — I am a spider, 
am I } All right, I am glad I kissed you. Glad I 
held you close in my arms. You can't undo that, 
whatever you may say." 

She stood quietly swinging her stick, a smile just 

touching her disdainful mouth. She was purposely 

being maddening, and she knew to the uttermost the 
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value as a means of torture to the trembling man 
before her, of the slight lift of her upper lip as she 
looked at him. 

"Quite finished?" she asked, as he paused. 
" Then perhaps you'll let me go ? Good-bye^ 

He watched her out of sight, and then wiping his 
face carefully with his handkerchief, returned to the 
house. 

Crossing the park by a footpath that was now 
half-buried in fallen leaves, she came out on the high 
road, and turning to the left, took a steep path leading 
to the downs. 

She walked with unusual rapidity for a woman, 
climbing the path without relaxing her gait or 
losing her breath. The sharp damp air brought to 
her face colour that Carron had been unable to call 
up. He was, poor wretch, so utterly secondary to her, 
that he was as little important as the long-forgotten 
spider. It was Joyselle who occupied her thoughts, 
whom her mental eyes saw, as she walked steadily 
seawards, as plainly as if he had been with her. 

The next morning would begin a respite for her, 
in one sense, for he was going away. His old 
mother was ill in Falaise, and he was going to see 
her. " Then," he had added, " I must visit a friend 
in Paris. I shall not be back before the last of 
November." 

This information he had volunteered to her im- 
mediately after lunch, having quite forgotten his 
resentment at her lack of response to his offers of 
advice. His quick changes of humour were very 
puzzling and continually made her doubt whether 
she or anyone else knew him at all, though she had 
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too much discrimination to doubt the sincerity of 
any one of his moods. 

She had left him on the point of going to his 
room to play for Tommy, and knew that her brother 
would probably unfold to him during the afternoon 
his plan of becoming a violinist. 

If the child had talent, Joyselle would, she 
believed, do his utmost to help him, and this was 
another reason why she could not make up her mind 
how to manage her own affairs. 

Even if she wished to break her engagement and 
never see Joyselle again, had she the right thus to 
take from her brother the chance of great happiness 
and protection that seemed to have come to him ? 

"Joyselle would never speak to me again if I 
threw Theo over," she told herself. " First, he would 
scold me violently, and then he'd lop us all off, 
trunk and branch. And — he might be the making 
of Tommy. Theo is so gentle and good, and he 
so splendid — I could have Tommy a lot with — us — " 

On the other hand, however, what if she went 
from bad to worse regarding Joyselle ? Would she 
be able to bear it ? 

Her thoughts turning the matter relentlessly over 
and over, as a squirrel does his wheel, she came home, 
getting there just at tea-time. 

Lady Kingsmead, very much bored with her 
guests, had her useful headache, and the girl bad to 
hurry into dry clothes, for the rain had come on, 
and play hostess. 

" Tea, M. Joyselle?" 

He made a wry and very ludicrous face. " Merely 
LadyBrigitl" 
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"French people always loathe tea, my dear," 
laughed the Duchess ; " they take it when they have 
colds, as we take quinine." 

Miss Letchworth, who had been three times to 
Paris for a week at a time, looked up from her em- 
broidery. " Oh, Duchess I People of our class often 
drink it," she protested, the only tea she had ever 
consumed in Paris being that of her hotel or of 
Columbin's, " don't they, mossoo ? " 

Joyselle's eyes drew down at the corners and he 
gave his big moustache a martial, upward twist. 
"Ask others, mademoiselle," he retorted wickedly, 
" I am not of your class ! " 

It was brutal, and there was a short silence. 
Brigit was annoyed. Last night she had hoped for 
one of his outbursts, but now that it had come, she 
was ashamed for him. And she shivered as she 
realised that this shame was a serious sign. 

" Horrid speech," she remarked, looking into the 
teapot she had forgotten to fill with water, " isn't it, 
Theo ? " 

But Theo only laughed and shrugged his shoulders. 
His father was his father, and except in little matters, 
such as satin and too flamboyant ties, not to be even 
mentally criticised. 

" But it is true, my dear," continued Joysellc, the 
mischief suddenly gone from his face, a shrewd look 
of inquiry taking its place. " You are going to marry 
into a peasant family, you know." Another change 
of mood ! He was severe now and disapproving. 

She held up her head. " No one could call Theo 
a peasant, could they. Duchess ? " 

Joyselle understood, and with bewildering rapidity 
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again changed. '' Bravo ! " he cried, laughing heartily. 
" You are marrying the son, you mean, not the father. 
Cest vraiy dest vrai I " 

His utter unconsciousness was a great blessing, no 
doubt, but at that moment it nearly maddened her. 
Was he blind ? 

Apparently he was, as he drank some mineral 
water and talked to the Duchess. 

The arrival of Lady Brinsley's poor dear Mr Smith 
the Vicar, was the next mild event of the day, and 
as his head too was filled with coals and blankets, 
the story of the abominable coal-dealer had again to 
be listened to and lamented over. 

" The very worst coals I ever saw in my life, 
positively, are they not, Lady Brinsley ? " 

" Eh, yes, Mr Smith, quite too shocking. Nothing 
but dust, Duchess, positively." 

" We are all dust," returned the Duchess, who was 
whispering to Joyselle about the Grand Duchess 
Anastasia-Katherine, dans le temps. "Oh no, we 
are all worms, aren't we? " 

" Positively, I never saw such very inferior coals," 
went on the Vicar, wondering what on earth she was 
talking about 

Brigit looked at him as he babbled on. He was a 
very thin man, who always reminded her of a plucked 
bird. Soon he would ask her why he had not had 
the pleasure of seeing her in church for so long. He 
would hope that she had not had a cold. 

He did both these things, poor man, for it was his 
rAk in life always to say and do the perniciously 
obvknis. 

lt;p««>m^tKyii^ houribut at last, under the 
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dutiful pretext of going to look after her mother, 
Brigit escaped and flew to Tommy's room. 

It was a strange apartment for a little boy, for it 
had been assigned to him once when he was ill, as 
being sunny, and beyond his brass bedstead and 
small boy hoards, contained nothing whatever that 
looked as if it belonged to one of few years. 

For it was hung in faded plum-coloured satin, the 
eighteenth-century furniture was quaint and beauti- 
ful, and the narrow oval mirrors, set in tarnished 
gilded frames like a frieze about its walls, presented 
to Brigit's eye as she opened the door an infinite and 
bewildering number of Tommys, bending studiously 
over a large sheet of writing-paper that he held on a 
book on his knees. 

" Hello, Tommy, what are you up to ? " 

The boy looked up, his face full of ecstasy. " I 
say, Bick, he will I He will help me learn to be a 
violinist ! He's going to find a good teacher for me, 
and then, when I have got over the first grind, you 
know, he's going — oh, Bicky, darling — he's going to 
teach me himself, at the same time. Isn't he an angel ! " 

She sat down. "Yes, Tommy. But what on 
earth are you writing? " 

" Well, you see, he — he says I must be educated. 
I had to promise him to go in for Latin and all that 
rot It's — a bore, but he says a musician must be 
educated — " 

She started. And he himself, was he educated? 
Did he know the ordinary things known, colloquially 
speaking, by everybody ? She did not know. It had 
never occurred to her before. 

"* Yes, dear, but — what is that paper ? " 
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Tommy blushed. " Well, he's so keen on it, you 
know, I thought I'd advertise for a — a tutor." 

" Advertise for a tutor ! '* 

" Yes. There is no good in wasting time, is there ? 
And she would potter about asking people their 
advice, etc., so I — I have just drawn up this. You 
won't tell ? " 

She shook her head with much gravity and then 
read what he had written : 

"Wanted, by the Earl of Kingsmead, a tutor. 
Oxford man preferred. Must be fond of sport, par- 
ticularly ratting and cricket." 

'' Do you think it's all right ? " he asked, as he 
read it 

"Y — yes, only there isn' tany * k ' in * particularly.' 
But I think we'd better — ask someone, little brother. 
I don't imagine that children usually advertise for 
their own tutors." 

"But there isn't any 'usually' about me, Bick. 
And certainly mother isn't * usual,' nor you. ^ And if 
she got a man I'd be sure to loathe him. Think of 
that chap Baker that she thought such a lot of. 
Why, he read poetry ! " 

" Poetry isn't any worse than music, is it ? " 

Tommy's mouth, as he smiled, was its most faun- 
like. ^ Musicl Rather different, my dear Brigit. 
Well — can you lend me some money for my ad. ? " 

She was silent for a moment, and then answered 
in a kind of desperate impatience, "Oh, dear! 
Suppose you go and ask him what to do." 



CHAPTER XVI 

THE Duchess, that evening, watched Brigit with 
dismayed surprise. What had happened to 
the girl? Where were her happy expression and 
youthful spirits ? 

Theo had not changed; that they had not 
quarrelled was quite evident, for when she spoke to 
him there was something of the gentleness of the 
day before in her manner; but this exception 
excepted, the girl had reverted to her old air of 
silent, resentful indifference, and her strange beauty 
was to the watchful old woman as repellent as she 
had ever seen it. 

Once, when Carron spoke to her, Brigit answered 
without turning her head, and with her narrowed 
eyes and slow-moving lips, looked almost venomous. 
If she had produced a knife and plunged it into him, 
the Duchess told herself she would not have been 
surprised. 

"An uncommonly unpleasant young person," 
thought the old lady, " with the temper of a fiend. 
I wonder where she got it ; poor Henry had no 
temper at all, and her mother is at worst a spitfire." 

Yelverton, too, noticed the disquieting change that 
had come over Lady Brigit, and observed with some 
amusement that she had noticed his observation and 
did not care about it, one way or the other. 

Theo, seeing his love with the rosiest of spectacles, 
asked her gently what was the matter, and was told 
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in a quiet voice that she was cross. '' I have an 
abominable temper, poor boy," she said. 

And possibly because it was the simple truth, it 
never occurred to him to believe her, and he set this 
remark down as an example of her divine humility. 

Her mother, glaring at her toward the end of 
dinner, shrugged her shoulders. " Cross again," she 
thought ; '' what an infernal temper she has. I'm glad 
I haven't, it makes so many wrinkles." 

But Brigit had some reason for looking tragic, for 
she had made up her mind, while dressing, to break 
her engagement. Perhaps, after all, Joyselle would 
prove large-minded enough to continue to see 
Tommy, and even if he did not, she must end 
matters. 

Regarding herself, the girl had a curious prescience, 
and the vague foreboding she had felt ever since her 
realisation of her love for Joyselle had, as she sat 
before her glass while her maid dressed her hair, 
suddenly developed into a definite terror. She knew 
that something dreadful would happen if she con- 
tinued to see Joyselle, and the fact that he was quite 
innocent, and unsuspecting of the threatened danger, 
gave her the sensation of one who sees a child play- 
ing with a poisonous snake. He was in danger as 
well as she, and not only they two, but his son and 
his wife. Her beauty was so great, and she was so 
accustomed to see its effect on men, that there was 
no vanity at all in her suddenly awakened solicitude 
for him. At any moment he might see her with the 
tyts of a man, instead of, as he had hitherto done, 
with those of a father. 

'' And if he fell in love with im^," she told herself as 
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the maid clasped her pearls round her neck, *' there 
would be no hope for any of us." 

It is remarkable that the possibility of Joyselle's 
loving her only added to her misery, for most women 
in like cases would have clutched at the bare chance 
of such a contingency in rapturous disregard of all 
consequences. 

She, however, who had been the object of more 
strong passions than many women ever even hear of, 
knew although, or possibly because, she had never 
before cared a jot for any man, that her time had 
come, and that for her love must be a perilous thing. 
She had once been called a stormy petrel, and now 
as, racked with the agony of her resolve, she sat 
through the interminable dinner, she recalled the 
name, and smiled bitterly to herself. Yes, she was a 
stormy petrel, and she had no right to ruin Victor 
Joyselle and his family. She would break her 
engagement and go to Italy for the winter. The 
Lenskys were going, and she would go with them. 

Joyselle was in high spirits that evening. He had 
had a lettter from Lk-bas, as he always called 
Normandy, and his mother was better, and greatly 
looking forward to his visit. " She is old, my mother," 
he told the party, "eighty years old, but she is 
like a child, and her cheeks are still rosy ! They 
live in Falaise, in a small little house near the parish 
church, and in her garden she grows vegetables — 
ah, such vegetables ! " 

"It is a great age,** observed someone, and he 
laughed aloud. ''Yes — for here. Lk-bas with us, 
she is not so old as she would be here. I am an old 
man here, but there, I am still jeune Joyselle I And 
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my big boy, my betrothed boy, is still le petit du 
jtutu Joyselle," 

It was not particularly interesting, but nevertheless 
every one at the table listened with delight. The 
man's vividness, his simple certainty of their sym- 
pathy, were irresistible. 

" Next September," he went on, draining his cham- 
pagne glass and wiping his moustache upward, in a 
martial way, "is their golden wedding, m» vieuxl 
it will be very fine. Very fine indeed, for all the 
children and grandchildren," he glanced slyly at 
Brigit, who clasped her hands lightly on ber lap, 
" will be there, and we shall eat until we can eat no 
more, and tell each other old talcs, and boast about 
our successes in life — ah, it will be very pleasant ! " 

" You will come too, my Brigit," whispered Theo 
under his breath. " I can show them my wonderful 
— wife ? " 

She could not answer, and he took her distress 
for girlish confusion, and, manlike, rejoiced in it. 

After dinner Joyselle came straight to her. " May 
I talk to you about Tommy ? " he b^an. " I love 
Tommy very much." 

" He — adores you." 

" Yes. Let us go into the library, Most Beautiful, 
where we can talk quietly." Before she could pro- 
test be had turned to her mother and announced 
his intention. " I leave to-morrow, before she will be 
up," he declared, "and there are things I must say. 
You allow me. Lady Kingsmead ? " 

Then be put his arm round the girl's waist and 
marched her down the hall and up the stairs leading 
to the library. 
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** Isn't he quaint ? " giggled Lady Kingsmead to 
the Duchess, and the old woman assented with a 
laugh. '' He is an amazing mixture of the boyish 
and the paternal. I thoroughly like him/' 

Meantime Brigit had sat down in a tall-backed 
carved chair and, her hands on its arms, waited for 
Joyselle to speak. He walked about the room for a 
few moments, looking up at the book-covered walls, 
opening one of the windows, examining an ivory 
dragon that grinned on the chimney-piece. Then 
he burst out, " Eh bien^ my dearest, and when is it 
to be ? " 

" When is what to be ? " 

" The wedding." 

A hot blush crept over her, leaving her cold. 

" Theo wants his wife, and I want my daughter," 
he continued, sitting down by her and taking her 
hand affectionately, " why waste time ! " 

She looked at him in hopeless dismay. He was 
so big, so strong, so overpowering, she felt that her 
strength to resist his will was as nothing. 

*' You think I ask too soon ? " He looked at her, 
an anxious pucker in his eyelids. '' But no. There 
is never too much time in which to be happy, ma 
BrigiiU—'' 

For the first time in her recollection she was 
glad to see Gerald Carron, as he came up the stairs, 
and approached them slowly. 

'' Does mother want me ? " she asked, rising. 

" No. I — ^just wondered what you were doing." 

** I brought Lady Brigit here because I wanted to 
talk to her," explained Joyselle, mildly. Carron 
laughed. 
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" So do I want to talk to her ! " 

Brigit gave a nervous laugh. " Let's all go down- 
stairs and talk there. My conversation isn't usually 
so appreciated." 

The two men followed her in silence, and to her 
immense relief were both promptly accosted by 
someone of the party, and she could escape to her 
window seat. 

What would have happened if Carron had not 
come, she asked herself with a shudder. Would her 
strength have come back, and would she have been 
able to tell Joyselle that he must make no plans for 
her wedding ? 

Until she had known his father, Theo had never 
seemed to her to lack personality; he was young, but 
his very boyishness was individual. Yet now with 
Joyselle clamouring for her to fix her wedding-day, 
Theo seemed to fade into insignificance, and her 
task to become that of breaking the news of her 
intended rupture with the son, to the father. 

And as she sat there in the background watching 
the members of the little party as they smoked 
and chatted to each other, she gave up and 
resolved on flight. " If I told Theo he would rush 
to his father," she thought, " and then Joyselle would 
come to me. And we'd quarrel, and then anything 
might happen." His utter unconsciousness was at 
once a safeguard and a menace. 

'' I'll say nothing until he is safe in Normandy," 
she decided. 




PART II 

CHAPTER I 

THERE is on an olive-covered slope near the 
Mediterranean a certain shabby pink villa 
which is remarkable for one thing. In it, years ago, 
dwelt for a long time a man and a woman who, 
having no legal right to love, yet not only loved, 
but were perfectly happy. They lived almost alone, 
they had little money, the house was shabby 
even then, they had few servants, but indifferent 
Italian food, and nothing but old-fashioned tin 
baths to wash in. Yet they were English, and they 
were happy. Because they loved each other so much 
that nothing else mattered. Now this phrase about 
nothing else mattering is as common in love affairs 
as the pathetic abuse of the poor old word eternity ; 
but in the case I instance, it fitted. Nothing else 
did matter. Not even, to any extent, the presence 
of the one child that had come to them. Contrary 
to all ethical and reasonable law, these two sinners 
were happy in their pink house by the sea, and years 
after they had left it there seemed to hang about the 
old place a kind of atmosphere of romance, as if the 
sun and the moon, that have seen so much change- 
ableness, loved still to look down at the place where 
two human beings had been faithful to each other. 

These two people were Pamela Lensky's father 
and mother, and hither came, early in the November 
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that followed her meeting with Victor Joyselle, 
Lady Brigit Mead as the guest of the Lenskys. 
And here she stayed, while the mild, sunny winter 
days drifted by unmarked, a silent, ungenial guest. 

The Lenskys were happy people and enjoyed life as 
it came. He, a slim, blond, exceedingly well-dressed 
little man, was attached to the Russian Embassy in 
London, in some more or less permanent quality, hav- 
ing given up his secretaryship after a miserable sojourn 
in a Continental city that he and his wife both hated. 

They had money enough to live comfortably, in the 
quiet way they both liked, in England, and a year 
before that November his mother had died, leaving 
them the richer by a few hundred pounds a year. 
So they were well-off in the sense that they had plenty 
of money to spend, and the certainty that their 
children would one day be in still better circumstances. 

One day in January, Mrs de Lensky was sitting on 
the floor in the brick-floored nursery, building a 
Moorish palace for her son, aged eighteen months. 

She was a thin woman of thirty-six or seven, 
with large dark eyes, somewhat hollow now, and a 
brown vivid face on which life had put several deep 
lines — all of which, though unbeautiful in them- 
selves, were good lines, and made for character. 

"And here's the tower in which the little boy 
lived," she said to the baby, who, very fat and 
peculiarly blond, regarded her rapturously, "and 
here's the dungeon where they put him when he was 
naughty. If Thaddeus bites Elvira again," she 
added gravely, " what will happen to him ? " 

But Thaddeus, who was possessed of the courage 
incidental to a sound digestion and dormant nerves, 
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only laughed and showed the wicked fangs that had 
bitten the nurse. 

It was a pleasant, bare, sunny room, the rug 
covered with shabby toys, the walls nearly hidden by 
pictures from illustrated papers. Through an open 
door one saw a table at which sat a little girl of six, 
bending over a book with the unmistakable air of a 
child learning something uninteresting. 

« Eliza ! " 

" Yes, mother ? " Eliza looked up. She too was 
blonde, but her eyes were dark. 

" Where is Pammy, dear ? " 

"I don't know, mother. Perhaps she's eating 
plaster again," suggested Eliza, with the alertness 
that even charming children sometimes show when 
face to face with the crime of some contemporary. 

Pam did not laugh. Plaster-eating may be funny 
in other people's children, but seven-year-old Pammy, 
her adopted daughter, was too old to persist in the 
habit, and punishment seemed to have no effect on it. 
The house was old, and the walls defective in many 
places, and Pammy's joy was to dig out bits of 
ancient plaster and consume it on the sly. It was 
presumably bad for her stomach and indubitably 
bad for her character, as the child persisted in it 
with a quiet effrontery that baulked discipline. So 
Mrs de Lensky rose, and bidding Eliza look after 
the baby, started in search of the wicked one. 

January was Spring at the Villa Arcadie, and as 
she went downstairs a strong scent of heliotrope 
and narcissi was wafted towards her. A boy stood 
in the hall carrying a basket 

** Buon giomo^ Beppino,— oh, what lovely flowers I 
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Tell Giovanni to bring them to me in the salone, will 
you ? " Crossing the hall she went into the dining- 
room, and there, as she had expected, sat Pammy. 

Years before, when she had, half out of kindness, 
half out of loneliness, adopted the little new-bom 
girl, she had never meant to marry. And when she 
did marry, neither she nor her husband wished to get 
rid of the child. But the result had not been particu- 
larly satisfactoiy, for Pammy had grown to be a very 
fat, very stolid person, with no nose to speak of and 
no sense of humour at all, and every day that passed 
seemed to leave her a little more unattractive than 
she had been the day before. 

Now, at seven, she was as tall as most children of 
ten, immensely fat, with pendulous red cheeks that 
in spite of cold cream and soft water always looked 
as though they had just been rubbed with a grater. 
Her hair, long and fair, was dank, hanging in two 
emaciated pigtails nearly to her waist, and her nails — 
another ineradicable trick — bitten to the deepest 
depths possible. 

** Pammy, dear, what have you been doing ? " in- 
quired Pam, gently. 

" Looking out the window — and I ate some more 
plaster," stolidly, with lack-lustre eyes, the culprit 
gazed at her benefactor. 

Pam sighed, but her mouth twitched. " I asked you 
not to." 

" I know. I didn't mean to, but — it looked so good." 

" * Tous les gouts sont dans la nature! my dear,* 
quoted Lensky, coming in at the open window, *' there 
are even people who like German bands ! " Looking 
down at Pammy through his eyeglass, the sun fell full 
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on his head, betraying an incipient bald patch. Other- 
wise Liensky had aged not at all since his marriage. 

** I saw Lady Brigit just now/' he said, suddenly, 
''down in the olive grove. I think something has 
happened. She looked — queer." 

Pam started. " Poor dear — I'll go and speak to 
her — only, you know, she never says a word to me 
about her trouble, whatever it is. I wonder — " 

•* Love story, of course,** returned Lensky, briefly. 
** When a woman looks like that it always is a love 
story." 

*' Yes, but — Theo is such a dear ! And I know he 
writes to her." 

"Then it isn't Theo. He'snot theonly mansheknows." 

Pam frowned thoughtfully. "That's true, but — 
she is so beautiful." 

Lensky smiled at her, and on his strangely white, 
shrewd, worldly-wise face the smile looked like a 
sudden flash of sunlight. "Yes, she is without a 
doubt very beautiful, but — " 

"'But'?" 

" I think she is taking her trouble the wrong way. 
She is bearing it without grinning, and the grinning 
is to my mind the greater half." 

"But remember what her surroundings at home 
are. Jack. She had had no discipline whatever ; her 
mother is horrid — " 

Lensky did not answer. Somehow he never cared 
to hold forth on the subject of mothers to his wife. 

And then,thin,erect,light-footed,Pam went out from 
the house in which her strange childhood had been 
lived, and turning to her left passed down the danger- 
ously mossy marble steps, and into the olive grove. 



CHAPTER II 

LADY Brigit Mead was sitting on the hummocky 
sparse grass under an ancient olive-tree, 
looking seawards. She wore a blue frock without 
any collar, and her face and long round neck were 
very sunburnt. Her face had hardened in the 
last four months, and there was a tense look about 
her upper lip, yet an artist would have preferred her 
face as it now was to what it was before she had 
become engaged. For now the nervous strain she 
was living under had told on her more material 
beauties, leaving more room for expression, as it 
seemed, to the others. 

It was not that her face was better, but the suffer- 
ing in it was less petty than the resentment that had 
formerly stamped it. 

The dominant characteristic in it had hitherto 
been disdainful bearing of small annoyances ; now 
it showed a grim endurance of a great suffering. 

" Bicky, dear," Pam asked suddenly, coming up 
unheard, " what is it ? " 

She started. " What is what ? " 

" Your trouble. Oh, don't tell me if you don't want 
to, but I can see you are suffering, and — I used to tell 
the Duchess, long ago, and it always did me good." 

" Did you tell the Duchess about— Mr Peele, Pam ? " 

The elder woman smiled and sighed. "No, my 
dear, I didn't. But — he was her son-in law." 

I02 
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'' That wasn't why." Brigit bad not moved, and 
Pam had seen no more than her profile as she sat 
down. 

" No, it wasn't. But then I was particularly lonely, 
and literally had no one to tell. Whereas," she 
added with brisk good sense, *' you have me^^ 

For several minutes there was unbroken silence, 
and then Brigit said slowly, " I believe you're right. 
And I'll tell you. It's about — myself, of course; 
nothing else could upset me to this extent! You 
know I'm engaged to Theo Joyselle. Well — I love 
his father." 

Her voice was defiant, as if deprecating in advance 
any cut-and-dried disapproval. 

Pam did not answer for a moment. Then, ''Is 
his mother — I mean Theo's mother — alive?" she 
asked, drawing up her knees and clasping them 
comfortably. 

" Yes." 

" That— is a pity." 

" A pity ! Aren't you shocked and frightened ? " 

" I'm sure I'm not shocked, and I don't think I 
am frightened. Brigit, does Theo know ? " 

Then Brigit turned, her face white under the 
sunburnt skin.. " No. I am — afraid to tell him ? " 

" Afraid ? " 

" Yes, afraid. If I broke the engagement, Joyselle 
would be furious, and come and scold me." 

" Surely you aren't afraid of being scolded ? " 

" By him, yes. If we had a row — the whole thing 
would come out" 

"I don't see why." 

The girl frowned. "You are you, and I am I. 
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When I lose my temper I lose my head and behave 
like a lunatic I'd — let it all out as sure as we both 
live. And then — " She broke off with a shrug. 

^ But, Brigit dear, I don't quite understand. What 
does Theo think of your being here all the winter 7 
And the father, doesn't he think it strange ? " 

"No. You see, Joyselle went away from 
England in November, and was detained for two 
months; his mother was ill. When I left, I told 
Theo I'd write to him once a week, but that I wanted 
a long rest before — before I saw him again. I lied, 
and said I wasn't well. 

" Then when Joyselle came back he wrote to me, 
saying I must come home. I wrote him a disagree- 
able note, practically telling him to mind his own 
business. He was angry — and besides, he was 
working hard, and didn't write again until this 
morning." 

" Oh, I see." 

"Theo has been — fairly contented — and I have 
been trying to tide things over — no I haven't, I've 
just funked it, Pam. I don't know what I'm to do. 
I've loved being here, for you and M. de Lensky are 
so good to me — but I'm afraid he might come — " 

" Theo ? " 

"iVi?," sharply, "Joyselle. He adores Theo and 
would hack me to pieces if it would do him any good. 
And — well, I'm afraid of him." 

Pam, in like case, would have faced the whole 
family, successfully broken her engagement, protected 
her own secret, and done her hiding afterwards, but 
she was too wise to say so. 

" I am sorry for Theo," she remarked presently. 
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"So am I. And for Tommy, too. Tommy has 
been staying in Golden Square ever since Joyselle 
came home, and he is so happy, poor child. It's — 
all hideous. Will you read his letter ? " 

There was no need for Pam to ask whose letter, as 
she took it, and felt Brigit's hot, dry fingers tremble 
against her own. 

•' My dear Daughter," she read, " you must come 
back to us. We want you. Theo says nothing, but 
I can see how he misses you, and surely it is but 
natural ? And petite mire and I want you. Surely 
you have had enough of the South ? It is unfitted for 
you, my beautiful one. You are too strong to like warm 
air in the winter. Come back and go out into the 
fog with me, and let the chill rain dampen your hair. 

" Come back to your lover who sighs for you, to 
your old adoring Beau-papa who longs to see again 
the face of his beautiful child. JOYSELLE." 

" Brigit — you must go." 

Brigit poked at a clump of moss among the tangled 
roots of the tree under which they sat, and sulked. 

" You must, dear. And — you must buck up and 
break the engagement. It isn't fair," continued Pam, 
energetically, " to go on stealing their love." 

'' I stealing their love ! — // And what has he done 
to me, pray? Do you know that I haven't slept 
more than an hour at a time, for months ? Do you 
know that I cannot get away from the horrible, 
haunting thought of him ? That a flower, a book, 
a snatch of music, — anything that reminds me of 
him, turns me cold all over and takes my breath 
away, so that I simply cannot speak ? You are an 
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idiot, an utter fool, to talk that way. He has ruined 
my life, and you say I have stolen his love ! " She 
gasped in very truth as she ceased, and stood with 
one hand on her heaving breast, her face white with 
anger. 

"You have, my dear. The man seems really to 
love you as a father. And you certainly have no 
right to that kind of affection from him ! You must 
break your engagement." 

Suddenly, after a long pause, during which she 
gazed blindly at the brilliant sea, Brigit sat down, 
and turning, buried her face in her arms and burst 
out crying. 

It was nervous, irregular sobbing, cut by moans 
and muttered words, broken by the convulsive move- 
ment of her shoulders. Pam was appalled, much as 
a man might have been, for she herself had never 
been hysterical, and this mixture of anguish and 
^ngcr, given vent to so openly, was a strange and 
horrible thing to her. 

However, she knew enough to let the storm pass 
without interruption, although it took nearly ten 
minutes for it to subside, and then, while Brigit, her 
face red and disfigured, sat up and smoothed back 
her hair and wiped her eyes, Pam spoke. 

''It must be lunch-time," she said with great wisdom, 
and Brigit rose, with a nod. 

" rU go for a walk. Don't want any lunch." 

" All right. Good-bye." 

Then they separated, Pam going up the sunny 
slope to her husband and children, Brigit, down 
through the deserted garden of a long uninhabited 
house, to the lonely sea. 



CHAPTER III 

BRIGIT left the villa the next morning and 
went straight to London. And the nearer 
she got to the old town which contained, for her, the 
very kernel of life, her spirits mounted and mounted 
in spite of herself. She had for so long been " down 
among the dead men," as Tommy called depression, 
that her sudden change of mood affected her 
strangely. 

" If I must never see him again," she repeated over 
and over again aloud to herself, in the solitude of 
her compartment, '' I shall at least see him once, and 
— hear him speak. Til make him play to me, too; 
and I shall see his big unseeing eyes, and his 
wonderful hands!" The very wheels of the train 
seemed to be saying, " Til see him. Til see him, I'll 
see him," and when she landed at Dover, in a pouring 
rain, she could have laughed aloud for sheer joy. 

Her mother was living in town, in the tiny house 
in Pont Street, but had gone to the country for the 
week-end, so the girl, to her great delight, was alone 
with the servants. 

Putting on a dressing-gown she sat down by her 
fire and closed her eyes. 

"Three months, a fortnight, and six days," she 
thought. ''It seems years. I wonder what he will 
say to me ? Will he be glad to see me ? And — how 
am I to do ? Shall I tell Theo, and make him tell ? 
Or shall I be brave — as Pam would — and tell him 
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myself ! " Then, realising her absurdity in forgetting 
that after all it was more Theo's affair than his 
father's, she laughed aloud. 

It was easy to laugh, for whatever happened she 
would see Victor Joyselle that evening, and beyond 
that she could not, would not, look. The world 
might end to-morrow, and it mattered nothing to 
her. That night he and she would be face to face. 

She shuddered, for he would call her his daughter 
and kiss her forehead. Then the smile came back 
to her lips, and she rose. It didn't matter ; nothing 
mattered but the great, primary fact that in — how 
many hours ? — four, she would see him. Let his mood 
be what it would — fatherly, aloof, impish — ^he would 
be himself, she would see him, and she loved him. 

The Duchess of Wight had written to her, and 
going to her dressing-table she re-read the note. 

It was short, simply telling her that her mother 
had told of her arrival, and asking her to dine at 
8.30 in Charles Street. Not she, she would not lose 
one second of the glorious anticipations that were 
hers now. She would sit here close to her fire and 
gloat over her joy. Sitting down, she took a sheet 
of paper and began to write — 

" Dear Duchess, — Thanks so much for asking 
me to dine, but — ^" 

She broke off and sat staring at the wall. To- 
morrow at this time what would have become of her ? 
The world would have run its course, come to its end, 
and yet she would be still alive ! Could she bear it ? 

She would have told her story ; made these people 
understand that she could never be one of them ; 
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broken (for the time) Theo's young heart, and been 
reviled and cast out by Joyselle. 

And she would have to return here, alone, broken 
with grief, hopeless. Drearily she looked round the 
room. It would all be the same; nothing would 
change ; the very roses on her dressing-table would 
still be fresh and sweet, and — she? 

Raising her head, she met her own eyes in a glass, 
and started. Her own beauty amazed her. "If he 
could see me now," she said aloud, '' he couldn't call 
me ^petite fiUel He doesn't know I am sl woman; 
he has seen me — as if through spectacles. If I had 
never known Theo, and then met him somewhere 
by chance — " She recalled his frank, wondering 
amazement as she raised her veil that evening in the 
train. " He see me always with Theo's shadow be- 
tween us. It is — ^unfair — and — " 

She took a fresh sheet of paper and began her letter 
again: 

''Dear Duchess, — Thanks so much for asking 
me to dine to-night I shall be delighted to come. 
Yours sincerely, Brigit Mead." 

Then she rang for the housemaid, who would in 
the absence of her half of Am^lie have to help her 
dress, and gave her certain directions. 

To-morrow might bring what it would. That one 
evening was hers, and she would use it. Joyselle 
should see her with his own eyes, as a man sees 
a woman, not as a father sees a daughter. And 
he should see her as a man sees a marvellously 
beautiful woman ! 

Satisfied with the conclusion to which she had 
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come, she lay down and slept for an hour, after which, 
the enigmatic smile on her lips bringing into pre- 
dominance the resemblance to the portrait in the 
Luxembourg, she dressed, with more care than she 
had ever devoted to that process in all her five-and- 
twenty years of life. 

When she arrived at Charles Street and had shaken 
hands with the Duchess, who had had influenza and 
looked very old, the first person she saw was Gerald 
Carron. 

'' Will you speak to me, Brigit ? " he said diffidently, 
" please do." 

He, too, looked ill, and moistened his lips nervously 
as he spoke. She shook hands with him without answer- 
ing, and he hurried on, " Haven't I been good ? I knew 
where you were, and — I might easily have come — " 

" You would not have had a flattering reception," 
she suggested drily. 

<< Or written. And I did neither. I was glad you 
went, though God knows — " 

" How do you do, Mrs Talboys," she cut him short 
ruthlessly, " when are we to have another book ? " 

It was a very large dinner, and Brigit, placed 
between two men who dined out for reasons dietetic 
and economic, and did not talk, was free to pursue her 
own thoughts at leisure. She had wired Theo before 
leaving the de Lenskys, that she was leaving for 
home, and before starting for the dinner she had sent 
another wire, addressed simply "Joyselle," to say 
that she was dining out, but would come to Golden 
Square after dinner. 

She knew that Joyselle, recognising her prompt 
appearance as an answer to his letter, would be at 
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home late in the evening, no matter where he might 
have dined. " He has such strong family feelings/' 
she reflected, with a menacing curve of her upper lip. 

So deeply was she buried in her thoughts that she 
was amazed to find suddenly that the Duchess was 
trying to gather her flock's eye, preparatory to herd- 
ing it upstairs. Both her hungry neighbours made 
spasmodic attempts to eradicate from her mind the 
memory of their fanatical devotion to the rites of 
the table, and she smiled absently at them, wondering 
what they would have thought if she had politely 
thanked them for their silence ! 

" My dear," said the Duchess, a few minutes later, 
sitting down in her favourite corner by the fire, 
*' Come and tell me about Pam." 

" She is well, Duchess." 

" Didn't she send me any messages ? " 

'' She did. Much love and some kodaks of the 
children. Your god-child is a love." 

''H'm. And how is the horrid little adopted 
one ? " 

" Poor Pammy ! " 

**Now wt'U you look at Lady Agnes Blundell 
spilling coffee all over my carpet. She did the same 
thing the other night at the Beaufoys ! I really be- 
lieve the woman drinks, or something. What were 
you saying, my dear? Oh, how is your young 
man?*' 

Brigit did not smile. To-morrow was coming. 

" I — I haven't seen any young men since I got 
back. Duchess." 

'' Oh, well, you tell him from me that his father is a 
wretch. Is there a wife ? I think someone said there 
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was — well, she probably doesn't know all / know." 
The old woman pulled down her mouth in comic 
disapproval. 

" What— is it ? •• queried Brigit. 
"Oh, nothing, only — a very beautiful foreign 
actress, a lady famous for her^plastic beauties. 
Voisin, my hairdresser — you know Voisin? De- 
lightful person, and the most indiscreet man in 
London — tells me they dined together every evening 
at a little French place near Leicester Square, where 
he dines. And it appears your future papa-in-law was 
furiously ^w, or still is — possibly I You will have 
to keep him in order. What is it, Bishop ? " 

The butler — whose name, the Duchess had been 
known to declare, explained why no Anglican or 
other prelate ever dined or lunched with her : " It is 
so confusing my dear ; suppose I should say ' Bishop, 
see if Mrs Snooks' carriage has come ' — came quietly 
up to the sofa. " Her ladyship's carriage, your Grace." 
Brigit rose. "Yes, I fear I must run away. 
Thanks so much for having me — '* 

And when the men came in she had gone. 
When she reached Golden Square she found the 
house in a blaze of light, and smiled. It was like 
Joyselle to celebrate her return by illuminating his 
every window ; it would have been like him to put up 
a triumphal arch, to have a big supper awaiting her; 
these things belonged to the side of his nature that 
clamoured for expression in white satin ties. 

For a moment she sat still in the motor while the 
footman held the door open. 

" Come back at half-past eleven, Jarvis," she told 
the man, and got out. 
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The door was opened by Toinon, somewhat to 
Brigit's surprise — for it would have been more like 
Joyselle to rush downstairs on hearing her motor, 
stop, but the reason was soon plainly comprehensible 
for Joyselle was playing. It was evidently earlier 
than they had expected her. Slipping off her cloak 
and with a finger to her lips, she went quietly up- 
stairs and stood leaning against the side of the door. 

It was wild music that she heard ; music that made 
the blood in her temples and throat pulse harder 
than ever. Breathing deep, she waited for the climax, 
and when it came, quietly opened the door. 

She had chosen her moment well, and as the door 
faced a long mirror between the windows she saw, as 
she stood on the threshold, not only Joyselle, who, 
alone in the room, stood staring in amazement, 
but also that at which he stared — herself. Clad 
in a dress made apparently entirely of flexible, 
dull, gold scales, the long lines of her figure un- 
broken by any belt or trimming, the woman in the 
glass stood smiling like a witch of old, a deep colour 
in her cheeks, the palms of her hands held down by 
her side, the fingers outspread and slightly lifted as if 
in water. Quite silently she stood and smiled until 
the man before her dropped his violin — for the first 
time, she knew instinctively, in his life. 

Then she spoke, saying his name, the name by 
which the world knew him : ^^JqyselUJ* 

^'JisusT^hc returned softly. Coming slowly for- 
ward he caught her hand with clumsy haste and 
kissed it. Her heart stopped its mad beating, for 
she had won. Here was no Beau-papa. Here was 
the man, Victor Joyselle. 
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CHAPTER IV 

" T DID not know you," he said. " I thought— 
X juste del, how do I know what I thought! 
You are so beautiful, I — " 

She laughed gently. " Beau-papa ! Beau-papa ! 
Where is Theo?" 

For she knew now that she would not break her 
engagement to-night. The end was not yet. And 
by the strange laws that govern things emotional 
between men and women, her self-control, hitherto 
utterly lamed by his presence, was now, in face of 
his involuntary, as yet evidently unconscious awaken- 
ing, restored to her tenfold strong. She could have 
spent weeks alone with the man without betraying 
her secret, now that she had established her power 
over him. It had been his acceptance of the fact of 
her future relationship to him, his unexpressed feel- 
ing that she was a being of another generation, his 
tacit refusal to see in her the woman per se^ that had 
beaten her. Now she had, by the plain assertion of 
her beauty, the enforcing of the appreciation of it as a 
thing appertaining to her as a woman, not a daughter, 
got the reins — and the whip — into her own hands. 
" Where," she repeated, still smiling, " is Theo ? " 
" He is in his room ; he will come, — ah, man Dieu I " 
Kneeling by his violin, which luckily had fallen on 
a bearskin, he took it up and looked at it shame- 
facedly. " See what you made me do," he said to Brigit, 
" you and your golden dress I Mon pauvre Amati." 
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She continued to look at him in silence, her instinct 
telling her that the strange smile she had seen on 
the face of the woman in the glass could not be 
beaten for purposes of subjugation. She continued 
to look and smile, but she was sorry for him, even 
while every fibre in her thrilled with triumph. 

He realised her now ; if she wanted him to love 
her, he would. 

"Will you call Theo?" she asked as he rose. 
Without a word he left the room, and a few moments 
later Theo's arms were round her, his fresh lips on 
hers. 

The boy was so happy, so incoherently, innocently 
jubilant, that if she had in her room for another 
feeling, it would have been one of pity for him. But 
there was no room. She was filled with triumph, and 
a full vessel can contain not one drop more of how- 
ever precious a liquid. 

^*Ma Brigitte — man ador/e — que je fat desiriel 
stammered the boy, "why did you stay so long? 
Why was it so long ? But now, it is over and you 
are here. You have come to me — ^you, a queen to 
her slave ! " 

His delightful face was wet with unconscious tears 
as they sat together, and his voice trembled. For a 
moment she wished she could love him. It would be 
so much more fitting, so much better — and then the 
demon in her laughed. No. It was his father she 
loved, and who, if she chose, should love her. 

Madame Joyselle came in, splendid in a new brown 
silk dress that fitted her as its skin fits a ripe grape, 
her face beaming with joy in her son's joy. She 
gazed in amazement at Brigit before the younger 
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woman bent and kissed her, and then sat down and 
folded her hands, as was her way. 

''You look like a beautiful dragon, doesn't she, 
Theo?" she asked, "doesn't she, Victor?" 

Joyselle had returned with a look of having just 
brushed his hair. He looked smoothed down in 
some way and was a little pale. 

"My faith, she does, tna vieille^^ he returned. 
" When she opened the door I was so startled that I 
— guess what I did, children ? Dropped the Amati ! " 
When they had stopped exclaiming he went on, 
gradually, but with a perceptible effort getting back 
his usual tone, "and stood and gasped like a young 
prince in a fairy-tale, didn't I, Most Beautiful? " 

She smiled, but she was not pleased. " You did — 
Beau-papa," she answered. " I didn't know I was so 
beautiful. I have been dining out, hence the dragon's 
skin. It is a nice frock, isn't it?" she ended, 
artistically casual. 

And then there were questions to be asked, stories 
to be told, and an hour and a half passed like five 
minutes. 

No more was said about the length of her untimely 
visit to Italy, but much about the days in the near 
future. Would she go to see Peter Pan the next 
night ? And would she dine first at a little restaurant 
Joyselle knew, a very unfashionable little restaurant, 
where the cooking was a thing to dream of? 

And would she do several other things ? 

She would. She would do all these things. But 
— she would not go to a certain little restaurant 
near Leicester Square, of which she had heard. 
Joyselle blushed scarlet and for a moment looked as 
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though he intended to thunder out a severe reproof 
at her. Then she smiled at him with narrowed eyesi 
and he said nothing. 

At about half-past eleven an idea occurred to her. 
She wanted an omelet. Like the first time. And 
she must borrow an apron and help make the 
omelet; and it must be full of little savoury green 
things, and be flopped in the long-handled frying-pan. 

"But your dress," cried Madame Joyselle, in 
horror. 

" An apron, and I will twist up the tail of the 
dragon and pin it at the waist, and — oh, come, come, 
come, it will be such fun ! " 

Down the stairs they ran, the three, leaving 
Madame Joyselle to turn out all but one light, and 
to put another log on the dying fire. 

Filled by the relentless spirit of coquetry that had 
suddenly awakened in her, Brigit Mead danced about 
the great white kitchen, teasing Joyselle, making 
love to his wife, laughing openly at Theo's admira- 
tion. She, always so silent, chattered like a magpie ; 
she, the uninterested, flushed with intoxicating non- 
sense ; the three people before her were her audience, 
and she played to them individually, a different rSle 
for each; they were her slaves, and she piped her 
magic music to them until they were literally dazed. 
Then, suddenly, she whisked off her blue apron and 
unpinned the dragon's tail. 

"The omelet was good," she said, "but it is 
eaten. And it is to-morrow morning and the motor 
will be frozen. Come, mon mattre^ play one beautiful 
thing to me before I fly away from you — something 
very beautiful, that I may dream of it" 
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And he played to her as she had never heard him. 
If the omelet had been a magic wine, he could not 
have been more inspired ! 

His face took on the look it usually wore while he 
played, and solemnly and reverently he stood, his 
eyes half shut, his mouth set in noble lines. He had 
forgotten Brigit, but sub-consciously he was playing 
for her, and she knew it, and appreciated the tribute, 
which was all the greater because offered without 
intent. 

She watched him unceasingly, and gradually, as 
the music went on, her heart sank, and she realised 
that she had done a most unworthy thing. The 
feeling she had had that last evening at home came 
back to her, the feeling that he was a child in 
horrible danger. Only this time it was she who had 
deliberately led him into the danger. And his un- 
consciousness of his peril hurt her so, that as he 
stopped playing she could have cried to him to go 
away, to run to the ends of the earth, where she 
could not reach him. 

" You liked it ? " he asked gently, and the question 
seemed so pathetically inadequate, and so plainly 
emphasised the innocence of his mind, that tears 
came to her eyes. 

"Yes," she said in a very quiet voice, "thank 
you, dear papa." But this time there was no malice 
in the term, and when she said good-night to him at 
the motor door, it was simply and filially. Then 
she turned to Theo, and he, looking hastily up and 
down the quiet street, put his head in at the window 
and kissed her. 



CHAPTER V 

AND that was the beginning of a most extra- 
ordinary phase of Brigit Mead's life. 

For the next four months she saw Joyselle almost 
daily. She never broached the subject of her 
engagement being broken, its permanence was 
taken for granted by everyone, and Tommy's in- 
definitely prolonged visit to Golden Square would, if 
anything more than the fact of her engagement had 
been necessary, have explained her constant pre- 
sence there. 

Once Theo had urged her to set their wedding- 
day, but she had put him off and he had never again 
opened the question. That the young man was not, 
could not possibly be, perfectly satisfied with the 
state of affairs, she knew very well, but that, she told 
herself, she could not help. 

She lived on from day to day, odore simply and 
with less self-analysis, in spite of her curious position, 
than ever before in her life, for the inevitable day of 
reckoning seemed to be the affair of the Brigit of 
the future, whereas the Brigit of each day was con- 
cerned only with those particular twenty-four hours. 
It was enough to live in close companionship with 
the man she loved, and when, as occasionally she 
tried to do, she reasoned to herself about it, her 
mind setmed paralysed and utterly refused to make 
plans of any kind. So, twisting to her own purposes, 
as people do, the saying about the evil of the day 
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being unto itself sufficient, she let time slip away 
unremarked, and Spring came. 

It was a cold rainy season that year, with chill 
dark mornings and flickers of pale sunshine later on. 

People talked much about the weather, and pretty 
women shivered in their light finery. Tommy, who 
went home for a fortnight in April, reported that 
things in the country were deplorable. 

" Everyone has colds, and Mr Smith says there is 
diphtheria at Spinny Major. Greene is disg^usted, and 
from what I can gather from his cheery reports, 
everyone is going to be ruined by agricultural 
depression. The Mother of Hundreds has nine new 
pups — rather good ones." 

This was at the end of April, and Lord Kingsmead 
was coiled in a big chair in his sister's room in Font 
Street. Mr Babington, his tutor, had just gone for 
a walk, poor man. Tommy's attitude to him had 
from the first been one of polite tolerance, and Mr 
Babington'9 bump of humour being imperfectly 
developed, he in return regarded his charge with 
something like horror. 

A boy of twelve, who knew only the very first 
principles of Latin (Mr Babington was number three, 
the othertwo having proved unsatisfactory to their em- 
ployer-pupil)and knew the multiplication tableonly up 
to " eight-times," disturbed his tidy little mind. There 
was, moreover, a youth in Sydenham who clamoured 
for Mr Babington, and who was after that much- 
tried young Oxonian's heart. But Mr Babington 
stayed on, for — there was Brigit, and in the evenings 
the tutor locked his door, smoked asthma cigarettes 
and wrote sonnets by the yard to the Enchantress. 
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Tommy, of course, bad at once perceived the first 
shoots of the hapless young man's baby passion as it 
sprang up in his heart — which did not make it easier 
to bear, but still Mr Babington stayed on. 

"He'll never go, Bick," complained Tommy that 
afternoon, after his remarks on Kingsmead. " I even 
tried smoking the other day, but he had a handker- 
chief of yours that you left on the hall table, and was 
so bucked that he barely noticed my iniquity. He 
is a poisonous person ! " 

" Yes, I certainly preferred Mr Catt — but you didn't 
like him either." 

" How could anyone like a fellow named Catt ? I 
nearly choked every time I had to speak to him, and 
so did the Master." It was thus that the boy 
designated and addressed Joyselle. "He used to 
call him Minet. I have learned that rotten old 
multiplication-table, however, and Latin is easy. I 
do wish," he went on, gnawing at an ancient bit of 
almond-rock that he had acquired at the village 
sweetstuiT shop at home, " that mother had had me 
well whacked when I was a kid. It would have 
saved me no end of trouble now." 

Brigit laughed as she dabbed some cherry- 
coloured grease on her pointed nails. "Poor old 
Tommy ! " 

The almond-rock was an impediment to fluency of 
conversation, but after a moment Tommy mastered 
it and went on. " I say, Bicky, what's gone wrong 
with Carron ? " 

She started. " I — why do you ask ? " 

"Because I think he looks very ill. Saw him 
yesterday as I went out, and hardly knew him." 
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'^ Perhaps he's had influenza/' she suggested. 

She had not seen the man for weeks. He had 
been away several times, and when he had come to 
the house had not asked for her. The last time 
they had met they had of course quarrelled, and then 
she had forgotten him, as she forgot everybody and 
everything not brought directly under her notice. 

In March he had gone to Monte Carlo to see her 
mother, who was visiting there, and Lady Kingsmead 
had told her afterwards that he had been wretched 
all during his stay. Brigit said she was sorry, but it 
is to be doubted if the afflictions of anyone, if not 
directly affecting herself, would at that time have 
given her any pain, and of all people poor Carron 
was probably the last with whom she could feel any 
real sympathy. 

Tommy had a bad throat and was not to go back 
to Golden Square that night, but Brigit was dining 
somewhere with the two Joyselle men, and was to 
spend the night in the now so-familiar spare-room, 
with the coloured religious pictures on the walls. 

Lady Kingsmead had returned to town that morn- 
ing, but the perfect freedom she gained by Tommy's 
long stay with, and her daughter's daily visits to the 
Joyselles, had long since overcome her first scruples 
about ** those sort of people being after all quite the 
associates for Kingsmead," and had accepted Brigit's 
announcement of her intention with an absent nod. 

"Very well, dear, and remind him not to forget 
that he is dining here on Tuesday. He really is 
most obliging, about playing I must say." 

" Yes, the poor creature has his qualities," returned 
the girl, drily. Twice during the past twelve weeks 
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she had gone to Kingsmead for a day or two, and on 
each occasion her note, written to the violinist at her 
mother's suggestion, asking him down to dine and 
spend the night, had met with telegraphic accept- 
ance. 

" Good-bye, little brother." 

" Good-bye, Bicky, give him my love." Tommy's 
small eyes beamed with fanatical afTectioo, and 
Brigit kissed him ^ain. 

Then she went downstairs, picked up a passing 
hansom, and sped to Paradise. 



CHAPTER VI 

F6LICIE LOUISE MARIE JOYSELLE was 
sitting in her bedroom, darning her husband's 
socks. 

She sat in a straight-backed chair near the dressing- 
table, and a huge basket of mending of different 
kinds stood on the floor by her side. The room was 
very simple, for she loved the well-polished black 
walnut furniture among which she had lived all her 
married life, and nothing would have induced her to 
change it for new, however beautiful. 

The walls were adorned with religious prints, but 

on the space over the dressing-table, with its array of 

ebony and silver hair-brushes, was a group of old, faded 

photographs, evidently all of the same person — ^Joy- 

selle ; and over the chimney-piece hung four large 

oval photographs, in varnished black frames, picked 

out with narrow red stripes; quite evidently four 

middle-aged peasants in their best attire. Near the 

door a coloured crayon of Theo at the age of five, in 

plaid trousers, a short jacket, and a wide collar of 

crocheted lace, smiled sheepishly down at the world. 

There was a table covered with books of the kind 

whose gilt edges invariably stick together, because 

they are never opened, and on the little table on the 

left of the broad bed, with its scarlet counterpane and 

huge soft-looking pillows, were an old black crucifix 

and two shabby prayer-books. 

It was a plain, inartistic room, and the middle-aged 
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woman whose holy of holies it had been for fifteen 
years, was as old-fashioned and unbeautiful as it ; 
yet there was, somehow, about the place a certain 
atmosphere of goodness and peace that cannot be 
described in words. 

When Brigit Mead came in that afternoon she 
kissed Madame Joyselle as usual, and then taking 
off her hat and coat, drew up another stiff-backed 
chair and sat down. 

" How are you, petite ptire?" she asked gently, in 
French. 

" I am well, as I always am, thank God. And you ? 
And Tommy ? " 

'' Tommy has a bad throat, but it is nothing. He 
sent his love. I am very fit." 

Madame Joyselle cut her cotton, scrutinised her 
work closely and laid the sock down and took up 
another. 

'* Such a man for wearing out socks. And always 
the heels," she remarked ; " it would try the patience 
of anyone ! " 

" Does it try even yours ? " asked Brigit. 

The little woman looked up, her shrewd black eyes 
twinkling under their well-defined brows. " You 
have observed, then, that I am patient ? But yes, 
my dear, God help the wife of an artist if she is not I 
He is terrible, my man, at times, but luckily, I was 
born long-suffering. He has, too, a way of wrenching 
at button-holes in collars that tears them to bits, and 
desolates me.'' 

" But — " began the girl, and then stopped. 

All things considered, there was remarkably little 
constraint in her feelings for this good woman, but 
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somehow at that moment she wished to change the 
subject. 

Madame Joyselle, however, gave a gentle chuckle, 
and continued : *^ He was his most terrific yesterday ! 
Like a lion with no self-control; it was very ridi- 
culous." 

Brigit started. Terrible, yes, but — it struck her 
as very unfitting for the great man's plain little wife 
to find him ridiculous. And F61icit6, as her husband 
always called her, saw her start, and understood. 

** Ah yes, to you he is the great artist as well as 
Theo's father — Aein ? To me he is of course just — 
my husband. All men are, they say, different, but 
surely all husbands are much alike." 

"There are certainly very few men like — him** 
Brigit took a sock out of the basket and looked at it 
absently. There was a short silence, during which 
Fdicit6 did not speak, but she was watching her 
visitor in the glass. Then she said suddenly, with a 
certain briskness in her voice, ** Shall I tell you about 
him ? About my husband, you know, not about the 
great artist of — all you others." 

Brigit nodded. " Yes, please do. Tell me about — 
long ago, in Normandy." 

" Bien. It will interest you. You like him very 
much, don't you ? " she added suddenly, looking up 
and fixing the girl with her bright eyes. 

''Like him? Indeed I do. I think him simply 
glorious," was the answer, given in a gushing voice, 
but for a moment the girl felt vaguely uneasy. Dur- 
ing the last twelve weeks she had not, although seeing 
Joyselle's wife every day, learned to regard her as a 
real factor in the game. Joyselle, always tender 
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and considerate of her, yet seemed to regard her 
as a kind of cross between a mother and a nurse, 
and she, never precisely retiring, and almost always 
present during Brigit's visits, appeared to be perfectly 
used to the rble that he assigned her, and sat, usually 
silent, a kindly spectator of whatever might be going 
on. 

This was the first time that Brigit had realised that 
she had a real personality, and the girl wondered at 
her own blindness, for every line in Madame Joyselle's 
face meant, she now saw, an individuality stronger 
rather than weaker than the average woman's, even 
in these days of clamorous individualism. 

'' Do tell me about him — when he was young, 
Lady Brigit Mead continued, her thick-looking white 
eyelids, eyelids that the hapless Mr.Babington com- 
pared in his twenty-second sonnet to magnolia-petals, 
drooping till her lashes made shadows on her cheeks. 
And F61icit6 Joyselle told her story. 
" He lived at St Pol — a mile from Falaise on the 
way to Caen. His father was gamekeeper to M. de 
C^risay. My father, Jacques Rions — there is his 
picture to the right, with the beard — was a tanner 
in Falaise. We were all poor, but it was very 
pleasant. Falaise is a beautiful city. Sometimes I 
used to think there was nothing so beautiful in 
London as the Place St Gervais on a market-day in 
summer, with the fountain playing, and all the 
friendly people selling their wares. But that/' she 
added simply, " was before I had seen the Albert 
Memorial. Victor's mother used to sell her fruit in 
the town, and her sister had married my uncle 
anyway; and Victor used to come with her. The 
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first time I remember seeing him, however, was at 
Mass. It was winter, and very cold, and he kept 
blowing his hands to warm them. I was twelve, and 
he about ten. He was a beautiful little boy. Then 
one day his father brought him to see his aunt — 
who had married Monsieur Chalumeau, my uncle, you 
see? — and I was there. And we went up to the 
castle. You have been there? It is where the 
Conqueror — who conquered England — was born, in a 
tiny little stone room high above the tower. You 
know the story of Arlette ? " Brigit nodded, but she 
did not know. She wanted to hear about Joyselle. 

^ Bon. And then, when I was twenty, and he 
eighteen, he came back from Rouen where, did I tell 
you ? — M. de C^risay had sent him to learn to play 
the violin — and he told me he wanted me to marry 
him. He was very splendid then, with city clothes and 
oil in his hair, and his hands smooth as a gentleman's. 

" We were married at St Gervais. Then he went 
back to Rouen and he studied again. That," she 
added, " was the worst time of my life." 

" But why ? " 

The elder woman looked up. ''Because — I was 
just getting to know him," she returned slowly, ''and 
— he was very wild." 

Brigit nodded sympathetically. " Poor you," she 
said in English. 

"Yes. The music made him half-mad, and 
then he had friends who taught him to gamble. 
There were other things, too. Women. He 
was so handsome and so fascinating, and his 
success was just beginning, they all ran after him, 
and he enjoyed it I," she added, "didn't. 
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Then we went to Paris. That was bad, too, only 
Theo was on the way, which made things better. 
He was good to me during my illness — ah, very good ; 
and beautiful it was to see the big strong man, mad 
with his music and his success, washing the little 
baby and dressing him. When Theo was two — 
Victor had been working with his violin since he was 
fourteen — we went to Berlin, and then began his craze 
for work. He used to work four and five hours at a 
time for months. Once his health gave way, and we 
were very poor, so he went to some place for a cure, 
and the little one and I stayed at home. Then he 
met a great Prince, — I can never remember his name, 
— and he invited us to stay with him. It was in a big 
castle near Munich. Victor loved it, but I was very 
miserable. I never went anywhere with him again." 

" Why were you miserable, petite mire ? " Brigifs 
voice was very gentle ; she seemed to see the young 
violinist, handsome and, as his wife put it, driven 
half-mad by his music, the centre of attraction at the 
German castle, and his little plain wife sitting forlorn 
by herself, looking on. 

"It was a Lady Cr6finne Cranewitz " — this name 
at least, she remembered I — " This Cr6finne (it means 
countess) was very beautiful, but too big ; large all 
over like a statue, and blonde. She used to wear one 
flower in her bosom at dinner, and then give it to him 
afterwards. Also she gave him a lock of her hair." 

** And what did he give her ? " 

F6Hcit6 smiled placidly. ** He gave her — his love. 
Ah yes, he loved her, his Cr6finne Gigantesque." 

"But—" 

The teller of the tale drew a blue silk sock over 
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her hand and poked at the hole in its heel with a 
thoughtful needle. " He always loves them — for the 
time, my dear. He is of a sincerity, my man ! " 

Since the evening of the dragon-skin frock, Bright 
had done nothing to charm Joyselle; he saw her 
through his own eyes now, and she, knowing that the 
game was in her own hands, could aflford to wait ; 
when the day came when she wanted to hurt him or 
to further gratify her own love, she could make him 
love her almost in a moment So, so far as she knew, 
he still enjoyed her beauty without arrUre-pensie^ 
although he saw her through his own eyes, not 
Theo's. Yet now, at this phrase of his wife's, " He 
always loves them — for the time," she started, half 
angrily. When — if — the day came when he loved 
her, would this ^ clean old peasant," as Carron had 
called her, sit and darn his socks and say to herself 
— " for the time " ? 

" You are very — placid about it." 

" Yes. In the beginning — no. Then I was jealous, 
and angry. But a jealous woman is always ridiculous, 
my child, and men are so vain that the implied 
homage upsets them. Many a woman has lost a 
man's love through showing jealousy. So— in time I 
got used to it, and tout passed* she continued 
comfortably. 

" And you wouldn't mind now, if—" asked Brigit, 
her elbows on her knees, her chin on her hands. 

Madame Joyselle laughed. '' Wouldn't mind? Oh, 
ma chlre I Just before you came, he had a very bad 
turn — it was an Italian actress — a pantomimiste, 
with the most beautiful arms in the world, and the 
face of a vicious little boy. And he ? £,pati. His 
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ties wouldn't tic, he got new shoes — fresh gloves every 
time he went to see her — scent, a new kind, very ex- 
pensive — he sent her flowers by the cartload, and 
went every evening to see her act. Every day little 
mauve letters and wires from her (he always forgot 
to burn them, and I was afraid Toinon might see 
them), etc., etc., etc." 

" And how did it end ? ** asked Brigit, her throat 
dry and hot She hated that pantomimiste. 

" End ? My faith, my dear, it was of a simplicity, 
the end. You came." 

" I came—" 

" Yes. And he was so delighted with his new — 
daughter — ^that he promptly forgot his — love." 

** But what did she do ? " 

*' She made a fool of herself, poor thing ; wrote, 
and telegraphed, and threatened to kill herself. So 
we sent Theo to see her, and she quieted down." 

Brigit burst out laughing. " Sent Theo ? " 

**Yes. He always goes. He is very quiet and 
reasonable, you see." 

" I see." 

Madame Joyselle rose. " I must go and see about 
the dinner. Will you come ? Ah yes," as they went 
downstairs, '' they are like that, the^ men. But Theo 
will be faithful to you, of that I am sure. He is like 
my people, and then, thank Grod, he is not an 
artist I " 



CHAPTER VII 

" A NTOINETTE, I have something to say to 
jTJl you." 

" So I ventured to gather from the fact that you 
have come to see me." 

It was mid-May, and a fragrant breeze stirred the 
delicate curtains of Lady Kingsmead's little drawing- 
room In Pont Street. There were flowers every- 
where, chiefly white lilacs, and the pale green and 
white chintz and the quantities of light-hued pillows 
on the sofas (all of which belonged, as yet, to Messrs 
Liberty) made of the room a pleasant refuge from 
the unusual heat outside. Lady Kingsmead, dressed 
in pale pink, looked in the faint light very pretty as 
she leaned back in her deep chair and played with 
the Persian cat. 

Carron, upright on his small gilt chair, was pale 
and agitated, the primitive feelings showing in his 
ravaged face looking in some way more out of place, 
because he was exquisitely frock-coated and had a 
fresh-blown tea-rose in his button-hole, than they 
would have done if he had been shabby. 

When Lady Kingsmead had spoken, he cleared 
his throat and began hurriedly: "Antoinette — my — 
my wife is dead." 

" Good Lord, Gerald, how you startled me ! Is 
she really ? " 

" Yes, I — I saw her this morning." 

" Drink ? " asked Lady Kingsmead, pleasantly. 

132 
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He frowned. " No. Cancer." 

« How— horrid ! " 

"Very. Well, here I am, Tony." He sat very 
still, rigid indeed, when he had said the words, and 
his sunken blue eyes gazed desperately at her. She 
looked down. Then she rubbed Omar's head with 
her slim forefinger. 

It seemed to the man hours before she spoke. 

At length she said slowly, " How long is it since 
that August in Ireland, Gerry ? " 

" Sixteen years this summer." 

" It was — wonderful, wasn't it ? " 

" It was — Paradise, Tony." 

" We were happy." 

" We were insanely happy." 

Suddenly she threw down the kitten and rose im- 
petuously. " And — it has come to this. You are free, 
and you sit there like a criminal waiting to be con- 
demned I " 

For the first time for years she was absolutely 
natural in her manner, and forgot her complexion as 
she talked on, hurriedly, frowning, wrinkling her eyes, 
biting her lips. He stared at her in deep amaze- 
ment. 

" Oh, Gerald, it is horrible, horrible I No— no — / 
don't want to marry you. I don't love you any 
more, either. But — it has been so much, and is now 
— over. And I am getting old — I am hideous in the 
early morning — and — no one will love me again." 

He caught one phrase and leaned back in his chair 
to the peril of its slender structure. " I don't want to 
marry you." God bless her for that, oh, God bless 
herl 



:i 



134 THE HALO 

She had come to him and put her hand on his 
shoulder. 

" Fm glad at least that you had the de — that you 
had enough sense of honour to ask me. Thank you, 
dear old hoy" she went on, looking in her un- 
becoming distress younger than he had seen her for 
years, " it was awfully decent of you. And — perhaps 
we can be better pals after this — no more pretence 
and nonsense/' She kissed his forehead twice. 
"You look ill, poor dear. And now that tha^ is 
settled, suppose you tell me why. What is the 
matter? Your looks are a bit on the blink, too, 
Gerry 1 You must buck up." 

She sat down and dabbed gingerly at her eyes 
with a scrap of a handkerchief. " It is rather tragic 
in its very insignificance, isn't it ? Well — what is it ? 
IsitBrigit?" 

Mutely and miserably he bowed his head until she 
saw the carefully-concealed thin place on his crown. 

" I thought so. It's no good, Gerald — give me the 
cat, will you ? — she dislikes you." 

" She loathes me. And I would be burnt to death 
for her to-morrow." 

She started at something in his tone — something 
she had not heard for years. 

*' Can't you get over it ? " 

" No." 

" Then— ? " 

" Oh, my God, Tony, / don't know. Can't — can't 
you help me ? " 

"I!" 

"Yes. She can't love that boy; he is utterly 
insignificant. She's marrying him for his money." 
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" No. She likes him. But of course the money 
helped." 

" Well — you know I gave poor Jenny two thousand 
a year. And old Leffingwell is seventy-eight — " 

" Nonsense. She wouldn't marry you if you were 
a millionaire. She loathes you. Always has. Be- 
sides, I believe she guesses — " 

He grunted. " I daresay. And in the meantime 
I am going mad, I think. I haven't slept for months. 
Look at my hand, how it shakes; anyone would 
think I was a drunkard ! Look here, Tony, couldn't 
you ask her to speak civilly to me, at least ? " 

She was almost frightened as she looked at his 
piteous face. He had indeed changed appallingly in 
the last six or eight months, and there was a tremulous 
movement about his well-cut mouth that was alarming. 

"Yes, Gerald, I'll ask her. I — I am awfully sorry 
for you." 

" Thanks. As far as that's concerned, everybody 
in the world ought to be sorry for everybody else. 
We all have our little private hell. When is the — is 
the wedding-day fixed ? " 

" Oh no," she returned hastily, "dear me, no. She 
is in no hurry to marry, and he is, of course, dough in 
her hands. You at least needn't worry about that. 
Will you dine here ? " 

" Sorry—" 

" She is to be here, and Joyselle. Theo is out of 
town." 

Carron rose and hesitated. " Do you think she'd 
mind ? " he asked, piteously. A sharp pang touched 
her worldly heart. If, years ago, she had let him 
go? If she had not made him give up diplomacy 
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because she wanted him in England? He would 
doubtless have divorced his impossible wife and 
married, and this would not have come to him. 

" Of course she won't mind. Suppose I told her 
you had asked me to marry you ? " 

" No, no. For God's sake, Tony, no 1 She knows 
that I— that— " 
"That you love her." 

He nodded. " Surely if I have sinned I am punished 
now." 

She stared and then rang the bell. "Bring Mr 
Carron a brandy and soda, Fledge, he is not well." 

She went to the window and stood looking out 
into the quiet street until the man had returned and 
she beard Carron set down the empty glass. 

Then, without looking at him, she came back. 
Her shallow soul was dismayed, 
" Dinner at 8.30 P " be asked after a pause. 
"Yuss. Good-bye till then, for I must fly and 
make some calls for my sins." 

"Good-bye Tony. You are sure that boy isn't 
coming ? I — I am getting to hate him — " 

" Nonsense," she laughed harshly, for she was not 
merry, " he isn't even invited. He is in the 
country, I tell you." 
" Then, au 'voir" 
"Au 'voir, Gerry." 

He went away, feeling, through his torture, that he 
had at least done a most admirable thing in asking 
Tony Kingsmead to marry him. 

And in her gaudy bedroom, in the caravanserai 
that bad been her idea of luxury, his wife lay 
dead. 



CHAPTER VIII 

WHEN the women had left the dining-room, 
Carron got up from his place and sat down 
by Joyselle, who looked at him with unconcealed 
astonishment. He had never liked Carron, and knew 
that the man did not like him. 

"When is your next concert to be, M. 
Joyselle ? " 

" The third of June." 

" I — I always come. I have come for years, and 
last June I heard you in Paris. You must like 
playing with Colonne." 

" I do. He is a wonderful Director. But — I did 
not know that you liked music, Mr Carron." 

"I have always liked it. And no one plays the 
violin as you do." 

He would not have hesitated to lie about the matter, 
had it been necessary, but he happened to be telling 
the truth, and his weary voice carried conviction. 

Joyselle smiled. *' I am glad," he said. 

The two men eyed each other for a moment, and 
much was decided by their gaze. 

Carron broke the silence. " Did I not see you the 
other day in Chelsea. I was motoring, and going 
very fast ; but I think it was you." 

"It is possible. I have a studio in Tite Street 
I go there to practise. It is very quiet there, at the 
top of the house, and I am very nervous when I am 
working." 

Carron nodded absently; this did not interest 
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him. At the other end of the table one of the 
Itah'an secretaries was talking about the Ascot 
favourite to Freddy Fane, who had recently divorced 
his chorus girl and stopped drinking, and who was 
supposed to be looked on with a favourable eye by 
old Mrs Banner, the aunt and chaperon of Lady 
Mary Sligo, the prettiest of the season's dibutantes, 

" Is that man going to marry the beautiful girl I 
saw on the box-seat of his coach the other day?" 
asked Joyselle, suddenly. 

'* I daresay. His mother died last month and left 
him pots of money. Marmalade-pots — Peet's Peer- 
less." After a moment Carron pursued, drawing 
lines on the table-cloth with a fruit-knife. " I have 
a very fine violin — left me by my grandfather. It is 
a Strad, I believe. I wonder if you'd care to sec it ? " 

Joyselle pursed up his lips. " I should, but I warn 
you it is probably an imposture. Most cherished 
violins are — that are in the hands of non-players." 

" No doubt, but Sarasate has played on this one, 
and he believed it to be genuine." 

" Aha 1 When may I come ? " 

Carron named a near day, and then they went up- 
stairs. He had obtained his immediate object, and 
now there remained to him that evening a far more 
difficult task. 

Brigit was sitting by the window, fanning herself 
with a fan made of eagle-feathers. She wore white 
and looked very tired. 

" May I sit down here, Brigit ? " 

She turned at his voice, and then stared at him. 
"You look very ill," she said abruptly; "is your 
heart all right ? " 
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Her face did not change as she spoke, and there 
was no friendliness in her tone, but he thanked God 
that he was, and looked, ill. 

" My heart is weak, I believe, nothing organic. It 
is very warm, and I never can bear heat. You look 
tired yourself." 

She nodded absently. " Yes, I have been away — 
at the Bertie Monson's. Nelly Monson always gives 
me a headache, she talks so loud. And my room 
was under the nursery. I do hate children." 

Carron caught his breath. She was actually talk- 
ing civilly to him. And then, remembering his 
request to her mother, he for a second hated Lady 
Kingsmead with a bitter and senseless hatred. Was 
Brigit after all only talking to him as a favour to 
her mother ? But a second's reflection showed him 
the folly of this idea. Had Brigit ever done any- 
thing to please her mother ? Never. 

One of the two women-guests sat down at the 
piano and began to play very softly an old song of 
Tosti's. Everybody listened. A hansom jingled by, 
and a bicycle's sharp bell was a loud noise in the 
after-dinner silence. 

Joyselle was standing by a table, absently balancing 
on his forefinger a long, broad, ivory paper-knife. 
He was, Brigit remembered, curiously adept in 
balancing, and once she had seen him go through, 
for Tommy's amusement, a whole series of the kind, 
from the classic broomstick on his chin to blowing 
three feathers about the room at a time, allowing 
none of them to fall. How quickly he had moved, 
in spite of his great height, and how Tommy had 
laughed. But for the past week something had 
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gone wrong with the violinist. He had been away 
from the house one day when she went, and that 
afternoon when she " dropped in " on her way from 
the station, he had hardly spoken. In his silence he 
seemed immeasurably far from her, and she would 
have given worlds to read his thoughts. 

During dinner he had been conventionally polite, 
but playing a r6le was so foreign to him, that even 
this laudable one of pretending to be amused when 
he was bored, sat gloomily and guiltily on him. 

Carron sat by her for twenty minutes, but her 
eyes were fixed on Joyselle» and her whole mind 
groping in the darkness for his. 

There was a ball that night, so the party broke 
up early, but Joyselle stayed, absently, as if he did 
not notice that the others were going. He sat on a 
sofa and smoked cigarettes rapidly, rolling them 
himself with quick nervous movements and throwing 
them into a silver bowl before they were half-burnt. 

Lady Kingsmead tried to talk to him, but finding 
that though he answered her politely enough his 
thoughts were elsewhere, gave him up and took up a 
book, casting an impatient look at her daughter. 

Carron had gone early, too restless to stay quiet, 
and afraid to rouse Brigit out of her curious lethargic 
state. 

For a long time the three people sat in silence, 
and then Lady Kingsmead rose. " I think I'll go 
upstairs," she said, " but if you two enjoy sitting as 
mute as fish, there is no reason why you shouldn't 
continue to do so. Good-night, Joyselle." 

He rose and kissed her hands, and a moment 
later he and Brigit were alone. It was the first time 
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it had happened, for weeks, the girl realised 
suddenly. 

He stood where Lady Kingsmead had left him, 
the light falling directly on his head in a way that 
showed up very plainly the curious halo-like effect 
caused by the silver greyness of the hair about his 
brow. 

" What is wrong, Master ? " she asked softly, using 
Tommy's name for him. He started. ** The matter ? 
Nothing that bears talking about, Brigitte. But I 
am in its clutches and I will go." 

A cold terror came over her. Was it — some 
woman ? 

''Do not go," she said, her cheeks burning. ''I 
don't mind your being silent." 

He looked at her inquiringly, raising his eye- 
brows. It was clear that he noticed something 
strange in her voice ; also that he did not know what 
it meant. But he sat down and began rolling a 
fresh cigarette. The flat silver box in which he 
carried his tobacco lay on the table beside him, and 
she idly took it up. "Rose-Marie k Victor," she 
saw engraved on it. " What a pretty name I The 
box is old, isn't it?" 

" Yes. Or pretends to be. I have had it for 
years." 

" And— She ? Rose- Marie ? " 

"I don't know. It was twenty years ago— in 
Paris." 

F61icit6's story recurred to Brigit, the " bad time" in 
Paris ; '' how he loved them all for the time." 

He was smoking fitfully, and frowning to himself. 
She was again forgotten. It was very warm and the 
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curtains swayed in irregular puffs of wind; then 
came a rumble of thunder. Joyselle started ner- 
vously. ** Un orage^^ he said; ** I — I hate thunder." 

" Do you ? I like it." Together they went to the 
window and looked up at the threatening sky. A 
whirl of dust met them and they drew quickly 
back, his sleeve brushing against her shoulders. '' It 
will be bad/' he said, broodingly. 

" Yes." 

She felt breathless and welcomed the coming storm 
as suiting her mood. 

'' I — ^you asked me what is the matter," Joyselle 
began, speaking very quickly. " I will tell you. It 
is this. There is in me a god, and I refuse to give 
him speech. I have genius and I waste it ; I have a 
soul and I am crushing it. I am a most unworthy 
and miserable being I " 

Absolutely sincere in every word he said, his 
dramatic temperament gave force and a kind of 
rhythm to his confession that made it very poig- 
nant, and his face very white, his big eyes glowed 
tragically as he stood looking over his hearer's head. 

" A most miserable being." 

He groaned, and throwing himself into a chair, 
buried his face in his hands. 

Outside one or two carriages hurried past, and 
the darkness was streaked with quick recurring 
flashes of lightning. 

Brigit looked long at Joyselle, and then, irre- 
sistibly drawn to him, laid her hand with great 
gentleness on his head. "You are tired, and the 
storm has got on your nerves." 

'' No, no I I am not tired. There is for my great 
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good-for-nothingness not that excuse. I am — a 
wastrel of my gifts." It was, she saw, one of the 
crises of despair under which many artists suffer, 
but its intensity was most painful. " You are good 
to me, Brigitte," he said, brokenly, taking her left 
hand and holding it to his forehead, which was cold 
and damp. " You are an angel ! " 

As he spoke a terrific zigzag of fire crossed the 
windows, and the house shook in the almost immedi- 
ate crash. Like a child Joyselle threw his arms round 
Brigit and hid his face against the embroidery on 
her corsage, holding her tight It seemed to her an 
eternity before either of them moved, and when, 
abruptly, he let her go, and rose, his face had 
changed. 
" Good-bye — I must go — I beg your pardon — " 
He stammered piteously, and did not look at her, 
but stood holding the lapels of his coat as if he was 
trying to tear them off. Then, without another word, 
he was gone, out into the storm. 



CHAPTER IX 

BRIGIT was not at all surprised when, early the 
next morning, a note from Joyselle was brought 
to her. 

She had slept very badly, for she seemed to have 
reached a crisis in her relations with Joyselle ; and 
lying awake in the heat that the storm had but in- 
creased, she passed hours in unprofitable forecastings. 
What would he do, now that he knew ? Would he 
make love to her ? Or would he try to hurry on the 
wedding ? Or — 

Of course what he did do proved an utter surprise 
to her. 

"My dear Brigit," he wrote, "just a line to say 
good-bye to you for a time. I am accepting an 
offer to do two months' touring in the United States 
(which country I do not like, but which likes me), 
and shall come back laden with dollars with which 
to buy you a beautiful wedding present. What shall 
it be — diamonds ? I hope you will say lace — yards 
and yards of exquisite lace of all kinds — it is so 
much more poetic than stones. So au revoir, my 
dear, and may all happiness be yours. JOYSELLE." 

She sat up in bed and drew a long, uneven breath. 
She had not counted on the possibility of flight I 
And she could not bear it. 

There had been some talk of his going to America, 
but he had disliked the idea, and she had not dreamed 
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that he would even seriously consider it. There was 
not the slightest doubt that his decision was entirely 
due to the little scene of the evening before. That 
moment when his nervous horror of the lightning 
had impelled him to put his arms round her had, she 
knew, opened his eyes to his own danger. And it 
was characteristic of the man to act immediately 
and without hesitation. He would go — it was 
Saturday, and very probably he would leave by the 
noon train for Liverpool. 

It was now eight. 

She lay for a long time with her eyes shut, trying 
to realise what life would be like without him. And 
then her undisciplined, wayward mind revolted. It 
was unbearable ; therefore she would not bear it. 
She would not let him go. 

Half an hour later she was in a hansom, trying to 
decide the details relative to her decision. He should 
not go, but which of the several possible ways 
should she employ to prevent it ? 

Before she could decide on anything more than 
the great fact that cost what it may she would not 
let him go, the hansom drew up at the house, and 
she was about to get out when the front door opened 
and Joyselle himself appeared. 

" You ! " he cried, impetuously, and then stood still. 

''You got my note?" he added a second later, 
sternly. 

Her heart sank. He was very strong. Then he 
came towards her, his brows drawn down over his 
eyes, his nostrils dilated, and she lied. 

" No— what note ? " 

Normans are quick to suspect deceit, and for a 
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moment his expression did not change; then, for 
individually the man was as trustful as racially he 
was suspicious, he smiled. "I see. But why are 
you out so early ? It is not yet nine." 

"And you?" she returned deftly, her heart beat- 
ing not only with the excitement of the duel, but 
with enjoyment of her own skill. 

" I — well, I have business." 

" Then get in and I'll take you wherever you want 
to go, I want to talk to you." 

He hesitated, but she smiled at him and he suc- 
cumbed, thinking to himself, she could see, that after 
all she knew nothing of what was going on in his 
mind. 

As he took his place beside her the cabman 
opened his trap-door and asked with the hoarseness 
of his kind — 

" Were to, sir ? " 

Joyselle frowned. " To — Piccadilly. I'll tell you 
when we get to where I wish to stop." 

Brigit suppressed a smile. Now he was thinking, 
she saw, that he would tell her of his intended de- 
parture before he gave the Cunard Company's 
address. 

He was pale, but to her surprise, looked younger 
rather than older than usual. His mental disturb- 
ance had left traces on his face, but they were, as it 
was, young in their nature. He had fallen in love, and 
the youth in him, both physical and mental, flared 
up responsively to the call of the emotion. 

Suddenly she saw her line of action clearly marked 
out for her, and without an instant's hesitation took 
it. If he suspected that she loved him, nothing in 
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the world could keep him by her. So he must not 
know. In all her dreams and reflections about 
their relations, she had never taken into account the 
possibility of things turning out as they had. She 
had always tacitly taken for granted that it would 
be by her will that the man should be waked up to 
the real state of his own mind. Even after the 
evening of the dragon-skin frock, she had not known 
the real explanation of his amazement on her 
entrance, and had, she knew, merely advanced in his 
perilous path to the point of realising that she was, 
although his future daughter, an amazingly desirable 
woman. 

So far she had read him correctly. But that some- 
thing outside her own personal sway should open 
his eyes, she had not anticipated. 

This had, however, happened, and with the acute 
intuition of ;i woman fighting for her life, she under- 
stood what she must do to prevent his flight. 

So, turning towards him, she smiled amusedly. 

" Ehy b'en. Beau-papa ? Got over your fright ? 
You big baby ! " 

He stared, and she went on without a pause, but 
speaking slowly, to give an idea of leisure, '' To think 
that you of all people should be afraid of thunder I 
It was lucky you had your valorous daughter to 
shield you." 

He gave a short, nervous laugh. " Yes, it is very 
idiotic, I know, but — " 

" And then to bolt away into the very thick of it ! 
That was because you were ashanudi I shall tell 
petite mire and Theo. But it was an awful storm, 
and so fearfully warm afterwards, wasn't it? I 
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couldn't sleep at all, — that's why I'm up so early. I 
came over to ask you to go up to Hampstead with 
me to get some real air. This London extract of air 
is a very poor substitute, isn't it ? Now don't say no 
to a poor daughter whose young man is out of town ! " 

As she talked, looking casually at the passers-by, 
she could, so tense were her nerves, almost hear him 
think. ''She is quite unsuspecting," he was telling 
himself, '' there is no danger for her, and — it doesn't 
matter about me. And I am strong and need never 
betray myself—" 

She talked on, the kind of unconcerned nonsense 
that was, her strange, new instinct told her, best 
calculated to quiet his vibrant nerves. '' Little child, 
little child," he returned mutely, "how little you 
know ! Well — as you are so innocent, why should 
not I snatch this fearful joy while I may ? It harms 
no one but myself, and such pain is better than any 
happiness on earth — " 

^^Ye&yfnafiUer he said at length, as she pointed 
to a barrow of nodding daffodils, "we will go to 
Hampstead ; it is a good idea. But first I must 
send a wire or two. And — you must promise to return 
to me, unopened,the note you will find in Pont Street." 

Her wondering stare was admirable. "Return 
unopened ? But why ? Was it — cross ? " 

He laughed aloud, his brilliant teeth flashing. 
" 5/, «, that is it. Cross I You know how stupid I 
was last night ? The coming storm — well — it was a 
silly note, and you will return it." 

" Oh, of course, if you wish me to," she answered 
carelessly, but clenching her hands. " Ctst une boutade 
contnte une autre / " 
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He laughed again. His spirits were flying upwards 
like those of a criminal unexpectedly reprieved. 

" Yes — just a fad. Hi, cab^^^, stop here, will you ? " 

While he was in the telegraph-office Brigit allowed 
her muscles to relax and her face to express her 
hitherto rigidly-concealed triumph. 

He was not going. He would stay ; she should 
continue to see him, and the world was full of joy. 
" Heavens, how I can lie," she whispered softly, " and 
now we shall both have to lie. We both know about 
him ; he thinks I don't know ; and he doesn't know 
about me ! It is a comedy. Oh, Victor, Victor, 
Victor ! " 

He came out a moment later, seeming to fill 
the world with his giant bulk and his astounding 
radiation of joy. Two narrow-chested city clerks 
stood still to stare at him, their pallid little faces 
blank with amazement. A red-nosed flower-girl 
thrust a great bunch of yellow roses up at him, 
with certainty of sale written all over her. '' Roses ? 
Of course. How much ? " 

He laughed aloud as he gave her some money and 
then got into the hansom. 

" Hampstead Heath, cabby. At Falaise there are 
millions of these roses — see, with the outside leaves 
wrinkled and red. Oh, Brigit, Brigit, what a day I " 



CHAPTER X 

IF it be true that everything is in the eye of the 
beholder, then Joyselle's and Brigit Mead's eyes 
mnst have been full of beauties that day. 

For to them Hampstead Heath was the most 
marvellously lovely place on earth. 

His light-heartedness, chiefly due to his faculty 
for ignoring side-issues and enjoying the present, 
was of course magnified as well by the fact that it 
followed close on the heels of one of his despairing 
black fits. Yesterday he had been, because of an 
unsatisfactory morning's work in Chelsea, in the very 
depths, honestly despising himself as an artist, 
sincerely loathing his incorrigible love of amusement 
and consequent wasting of time. 

So this sunny, rather windy morning, Brigit by his 
side, and his newly-awakened conscience stilled for 
the moment, was to him as near Paradise as anything 
he could imagine. 

They lunched somewhere — neither of them could 
ever remember where — on very tough cold ham and 
iasufficiently cooled beer, but they were both too 
happy to mind, or even to observe the faults of the 
menu. And as neither of them had ever before set 
eyes on the Heath, it was full of surprises, as well as 
of beauties. Yielding to some unexplained instinct, 
they both took oR their hats (what is it that induces 
people to uncover their heads in high places 7), and the 
warm sun shone down on their hair. 
>5o. 
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" Your hair must be very long, Brigitte ? " observed 
Joyselle once, as he looked at her silky plaits that 
covered her crown in disregard of the laws of 
fashion. 

" It is. Comes nearly to my knees. Oh, look I " 

Two people, a man and a girl, sat in the shade of 
an isolated tree only a few yards below the place 
where they stood. They were evidently enjoying an 
unlawful holiday, for they were workers — factory 
hands, probably, and they were as palpably rejoicing 
in their freedom. 

The girl, whose brilliant red hair was pulled out 
at the sides until her head was as big as a bushel 
basket, wore a pink blouse and a green skirt. The 
youth, stunted and pale, was gorgeous only as to tie, 
but quite evidently she considered him her com- 
plement. For they were busy drinking beer from a 
bottle, turn about, and kissing each other delightedly 
between swallows. Joyselle started, drawing a deep 
breath, and Brigit, without moving her head, looked 
at him sideways, as the so-called Fornarina looks in 
the Uffizi, in Florence. 

" They are cheery, aren't they ? " she asked hastily, 
and he, nodding, turned away. For a few moments 
he was silent, and then he began to talk rather loudly 
about nothing in particular, and in a few moments 
was himself — the Joyselle of that particular day. 
Brigit realised that their stronghold of reserves and 
lies had been dangerously threatened by his mount- 
ing emotion. If he had broken down in his rdU — 
and she knew that the playing of any kind of a rdle 
was foreign to his nature, and therefore perilous — she 
would have lost him. 
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His mind, of course, except in certain moments 
when it all unconsciously was subjugated by her will, 
was a closed book to her. 

For he was not only a man (and no woman can 
ever wholly understand any man's mind), but he was 
nearly twenty years older than she, and he was a 
Norman — a race very complicated, in its mixture of 
shrewd cunning and simplicity, and difficult for even 
other French people to comprehend. But groping in 
the dark though she was, the girl had grasped two 
essential facts : if Joyselle learned that she loved him, 
he would go away if it killed him ; and if, though 
remaining in ignorance of her love, he was led to 
betray his, the result would be the same. 

So her aim must be to keep him well under his own 
control, and to avoid betraying her personal feelings 
in the very least degree. 

It was easy that first day. He was still more or 
less dazed and taken up with his discovery that he 
loved her, and therefore not so shrewd as usual. The 
future, she knew, would be harder. 

But that one day was a delight to them both. He 
told her about his youth — as truthful an account as 
his wife's, but oh, how infinitely more picturesque 
and interesting. 

His acquisition of the Amati was recounted with a 
wealth of detail that enchanted her, and she closed 
her eyes the better to see the little dark shop on the 
guai at Rouen, and the old man who would not sell 
his treasure, even for a good price, until he had heard 
the would-be purchaser play on it. " And then, my 
dear, I tuned it, and played. It was a bit from 
Tschaikovsky's Pathetic Symphony, — the adagio 
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movement. It was dark in the shop, with the velvety 
darkness old places get on a sunny day, and on the 
other side of the street lay the sunshine like gold. 
He sat, U vieux in his chair, away from the light, 
for his eyes were bad, and listened. And I played 
well, for I was playing for the greatest price I had 
ever commanded ! " 

" And then ? " she asked softly, stroking her cheek 
with some young beech-leaves. 

"And then he kissed me, and — I took out my 
cheque-book," returned Joyselle, simply. 

It was after four, and the wind had gone down, 
freeing the common from the beautiful cloud-streams 
that had chased over it earlier in the day. 

The red-headed girl and her young man had dis- 
appeared, and from where they sat Joyselle and 
Brigit saw no signs of life. 

'* To-morrow it will be crowded with odious 
people," Brigit sighed. 

" Why odious ? " 

" Well, I mean vulgar, noisy people." 

He shook his head in a way that ruffled his halo 
of silver hair, and laughed. 

" You should not be a snob," he teased. " After 
all, you are marrying the son of peasants." 

"Peasants are different," she insisted, a little 
sulkily. 

" Peasants are picturesque only in books, my dear. 
As for me, I like happy people, and even your 
English ' noisy and vulgar ' ones are happy, I suppose, 
when they come up here on Sunday. Some day 
you and I will come again. And bring Theo," he 
added, suddenly. 
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Then he rose. " Come, we had better start to walk 
back." She obeyed in silence. 

" If I had not had genius/' he continued as they 
reached the bottom of the slope and turned home- 
wards, '' I should be now — what ? A Norman peasant 
in a black blouse driving, probably, a char-cL-bancs to 
sell my fruit — or my corn. I could 'never have 
been a gamekeeper like my father, for I cannot kill. 
And if you, then, had come to Falaise and gone to 
the market, you might have bought a pennyworth of 
cherries of me. And all this might have been if I 
had not, one day, heard an old half-witted blind man 
play a cracked fiddle on the high road, thirty years 
ago I" 

She frowned, for she hated this kind of talk. It 
was too true, and it hurt her baser pride, even while 
her nobler pride rejoiced in the very humbleness 
of his origin because it emphasised his present 
greatness. 

"But — you are you, and I am only — me," she 
returned, ungrammatical but proudly humble. 

He turned, his face flushing brilliantly. " Then 
you are proud of me ? " he cried. 

Danger again. After a long pause, which visibly 
hurt him, she returned with a smile, " Of course I 
am. Who would not be proud of such a father-in- 
law ? " 

Half an hour later it was all over, the wonderful 
day was finished, and to Brigit's amazement she was 
more than a little glad. It had been delightful, but 
it had been full of danger. 

In time Joyselle would learn to evade these pit- 
falls, with which their future seemed to bristle, but 
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as yet he was so unused to avoiding things in his 
path, that it was almost a miracle that she had, as 
she put it with a half- whimsical, half-despairing 
smile, got him safely home without an outburst. 

She was, had been from the first, fairly sure of 
herself, but she was wise enough to acknowledge 
that her strength depended largely on his. If he 
had broken down, she knew that the odds were 
largely against her being able, in her inevitable 
despair over his certain-to-follow good-bye, to con- 
tinue to hide her own feelings. And after that, she 
believed, he would never see her again. 

So it was with a strong feeling of relief that she 
said good-bye to him, half-way home, and went on 
alone. 

As the hansom started again she turned and 
looked back. Joyselle stood, hat in hand, where she 
had left him, his face, now that he believed himself 
to be unseen by her, black with thought. Then, 
with the so familiar jerk of his head, he put on his 
hat, smiled, and marched off down the street. 



CHAPTER XI 

ONE afternoon, a few days later, Tommy Kings- 
mead burst into his sister's room where she 
was sitting writing. 

" I say, Bick — " 

*' Hello, little boy, what's the matter ? " 

Tommy shrugged his shoulders in close imitation 
of Joyselle. 

" I don't know, but something is. Very. It's — 
Theo ! " 

She started. " Theo ? He isn't ill, is he ? " 

" No, no. He's downstairs ; wants to see you. 
There's been some kind of a row in Grolden Square. 
Petite mire and the Master have been talking for 
an hour, as hard as ever they can talk, and Theo is 
upset, and the Master has gone off in a tearing rage 
—do go down and find out, Brigit, and then come 
back and tell me." 

Lord Kingsmead's pristine curiosity regarding 
everything with which he came into contact had by 
no means suffered eclipse since he had been living 
in London. 

Devoted as he was to Joyselle and to his music, 
the little boy's passion for knowledge of all kinds 
seemed to increase, and there was in his small, pale, 
pointed face a strained, over-keen look, that troubled 
his sister at times. Now, however, she had no 
leisure to think of it, and hurried downstairs to the 
drawing-room, where she found Theo walking rest- 
lessly up and down. 
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" Brigit," he burst out abruptly, as she came in, 
" when will you marry me ? " 

" Good gracious, Theo — what — what has put that 
into your head," she parried ineffectively, sitting 
down, as he did not offer to give her any further 
greeting. 

" Into my head ? Has it ever been out of it ? I 
am sorry to have startled you, dear," he continued, 
more gently, sitting down by her and taking her 
hands in his, " but surely I have been patient? And 
— I am tired of waiting." 

She sat with bent head, looking at their joined 
hands. His hands were smaller and whiter than his 
father's but very like them in shape. If they had 
been Joyselle's ! If he had been able to come to her 
with that question : ** When will you marry me ? " 

" You are very good," she said slowly, after a long 
pause. 

« Then—? " 

*' Suppose you tell me why this sudden frenzy of 
haste ? " 

He hesitated. " Well — we have been engaged 
nearly eight months — and I love you, dear." 

But she remembered Tommy's story and persisted. 

^* Surely, though, something must have happened 
to-day ? You were quite content yesterday." 

He flushed. "EA bien, out. It is that my grand- 
mother has written. In September is to be their 
Golden Wedding. They are very old, and — they 
want — me to bring my wife to them. Brigit," he 
added, his boyish face flushing with anticipatory 
pink — " may I not do it ? " 

She rose and went to the window, her temples 
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beating violently. For weeks Theo had played such 
a subordinate rSle in her mind, owing as much to 
his native modesty as to her absorption in his 
father, that his mood of to-day came to her as a 
shock. After all, put the thought away, forget the 
inevitable future in an almost hysterical enjoyment 
of the present as she would, it must be faced some 
time. Could she possibly marry this boy whom her 
sentimental contemporaneousness with his father 
naturally seemed to relegate to a generation younger 
than herself? 

It would be horrible, unnatural. A husband, be 
he ever so modern, and his wife ever so unruly, is in 
the nature of things more or less a master, whereas, 
she realised with a flash of very miserable amuse- 
ment, she would, if displeased with him, feel less 
inclined to use wifely diplomacy than to box his 
ears. Emphatically, she had hopelessly outgrown 
him. Then, what should she do ? 

If she refused him now, what would be his father's 
attitude ? She did not know. A week ago Joyselle 
would have hated her — or thought that he did, 
which is practically the same thing pro tent. 

But now! Now that the violinist had had time 
to face and measure his own passion, would he not 
realise the futility of trying to force one's inclinations 
in such matters ? Again she could only shake her 
liead ; she was out of her depth. Meantime, behind 
her, Theo was waiting for his answer. Suddenly 
the horrors of the situation seemed to burst on her 
from all sides. What had she done? Accepted 
this boy because he had money, and because she 
disliked her mother and her mother's friends ; then 
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she had, finding that she loved her future father-in-law, 
deliberately torn from his eyes the veil of family 
sentiment that had protected him from her, and later, 
when he had by an accident learned that she was 
to be loved, and that he loved her, she had by 
an ignoble trick kept him in England, refusing to 
let him play the decent part he had chosen. 
What was she, then, to have done this abominable 
and traitorous thing ? " 

" Brigit — is it so — horrible to you ? ** 

There was in his voice something like a repressed 
sob, and she had an extravagant horror of melodrama. 
If he wept she would, she knew, lose her temper. 

"Listen, Theo. I — I will tell you to-night. I 
mean, I'll set a date. Only you must go now. I — I 
have an engagement." 

" Then—" 

" Then you are a goose to be so upset I I must 
think it over. I know I'm queer and — rather horrid, 
but — I have not changed. You knew what I was 
when you asked me to marry you. And — I never 
pretended to be — romantic, did I ? " 

He watched her dumbly. She had never looked 
to him more beautiful than at that moment in her 
simple blue frock, her hands behind her, her eyes 
almost deprecating. He rose with an effort. " All 
right then. To-night. Thank you, Brigit" 

As full of humble doubts as he had been the ' 
night he asked her to marry him, his honest eyes^ 
shining with the tears she had arrested in their 
course, he kissed her hand and withdrew. 

When she had heard the front door close, she went 
to a mirror on the wall and looked at herself. 
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"And now, you loathsome creature/* she said 
aloud, fiercely, '' you must make up your mind what 
you are going to do." 

Like many nervous people she had a habit of 
walking while she thought hard, and now after a 
few turns up and down the overcrowded room she 
went upstairs, put on a hat, and, leaving the excited 
Tommy a prey to a most maddening attack of 
thwarted curiosity, left the house. 

She walked rapidly, looking straight ahead, seeing 
nothing, a rather ferocious frown causing many 
people to stare at her in surprise. She wore a 
delicately hued French frock and a mauve hat 
covered with blue convolvuli, but in her extra- 
ordinary self-absorption and intentness of thought 
there was something uncivilised about her. Her 
clothes were unsuited to her, and she walked as if 
quite alone in a vast plain. 

Her answer to Theo? What was it to be? 
Should she find it here, in Sloane Street ? How 
could she decide, not having the remotest idea what 
effect her decision would have on Joyselle ? Could 
she live without him? As things now stood, he 
might, on her announcement that she was willing 
to marry Theo in, say, three months' time, fly to the 
ends of the earth that he might hide his own 
sufiering, or — he might have the strength to endure 
it in silence for his son's sake. 

If on the other hand she said no, that she could 
not marry his son, would he look on her decision as 
perfidy, and refuse to see her ever again, or — a man 
in a hansom swore softly with relief as she just 
escaped being knocked down by his horse, and quite 
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unconscious of her danger, hurried on, her head 
bent. 

Or — would he then — allow himself to love her — 
to love her frankly, so far as she was concerned ? 

At the corner of Sloane Square a man coming 
towards her saw her trance-like condition, and stop- 
ping short, forced her almost to run into his arms. 
^ I beg your pardon," she began mechanically, and 
then her face changed. "You, Grerald! How 
d'ye do ? " 

She had not seen him for days, and then it had 
been in the evening, so that now in the strong 
afternoon sun, she saw with a momentary shock that 
he looked very ill indeed. 

" Seedy ? " she asked, some unanalysed feeling of 
understanding urging her to an unusual gentleness 
of tone. 

" Yes. What is wrong with you, Brigit ?" 

She had never forgiven him the affair of the evening 
when Tommy had walked in his sleep, but her mind 
was too full of her own trouble to have much room for 
resentment, and his value as an enemy had gone down . 
He looked too broken and ill to be dangerous. 

" I — I'm all right," she returned. 

" Where are you walking so fast ? " 

" I'm — just walking." 

" I see. A race with the demons," he said in a 
curious hurried voice. " I do it too. Everyone does, 
it seems. I just met Joyselle tearing out Chelsea- 
ward — the father, I mean." 

She looked up at him, her face clearing. " Ah 1 " 

"Yes. I like him. He is a great artist and — a 
whole man. No disrespect to your young man, my 
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dear," he added, with a dismal attempt of his old 
jaunty manner. 

"Yes ; he is 'a whole man.' Well, I must get on. 
Good-bye." With a nod she left him and hurried on. 

To Chelsea? Yes; No. i6J Tite Street — she 
knew. She had never seen the house, but she had 
heard the number. No one ever went there. 
Madame Joyselle had never been, and Theo only 
once. Why was he " tearing " there at that hour ? 
Because, of course, he wanted to be alone. There 
had certainly been a row of some kind, of which 
Theo had not told her. The old' woman in Nor- 
mandy had written, oh yes; but then there must 
have been a great /(?c^;]^tfr^r, and even F61icit6 had 
grown angry. Poor F61icit6! To-night — oh yes; 
at a dance at the Newlyns ; she must give Theo his 
answer. At a dance ! 

But how could she decide until she knew what 
Victor — " Hansom ! " Her own voice surprised her 
as a pistol-shot might have done. "Tite Street, 
Chelsea, i6J." 

The cabby, who was a romanticist and fed his 
brain on pabulum from the pen of Mr Fergus Hume 
and other ingenious concocters of peripatetic mystery, 
wondered as he gave his horse a meaning lash with 
his whip — a tribute to the beauty of the fare — " Wot 
the dickens she was h'up to, with 'er big eyes and 'er 
'ealthy pallor." 

It further excited the excellent man's interest to be 
obliged, when he had arrived at his destination, to 
remind his fare that they had done so. " 'Ere y'are, 
miss," he murmured soothingly down the trap, 
" shall I wait ? " 



CHAPTER XII 

THE house was an old one with a broad, low 
front door and shallow, much-worn oak stairs. 

In answer to Brigit's knock a Gamp-like person 
with a hare-lip appeared, and informing her curtly 
that Mr Joyselle had come in only a few minutes, 
before, added that she might go up, — *' To the top, 
miss, an' there's only one door when you've got up." 

Brigit almost ran up the four flights, and then, 
when opposite the door, sat down on the top step 
and hid her face in her hands. 

What should she say? Why had she come? 
Would he be glad to see her— or shocked ? Worse 
still, would he accept her coming as an act of filial 
devotion ? 

No. That she would not allow. 

Her mind, boiling as it were with a thousand in- 
gredients, she could hardly be said to be thinking. 
Realising perfectly that she had behaved outrage- 
ously, sincerely ashamed of herself and full of remorse, 
yet her own position and her own welfare had never 
for a second ceased to be her chief concern. Sufiering 
was of a certainty in store for some of the actors in 
the drama, but she held the centre of the stage and 
meant to avoid as much pain as possible. For her 
love for Joyselle was of course a purely selfish one. 
For several minutes she sat crouching on the stairs 
utterly undecided as to what her next step was to be. 

Then a sound from within the room behind her caused 
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her to turn sharply. A sound of — ^not music, but of 
pitiless, furious scraping and grinding on a violin« 

Could it be Joyselle? It was horrible, like the 
cries of some animal in agony. And it went on and 
on and on. 

"It must be Victor," she whispered; "it is his 
room. But — oh, how frightful. Has he gone mad ? 
Oh, my God, my God ! " 

Rising, she stood for a horrible minute bending 
towards the door, and then with a quick movement 
opened it and went in. 

The curtains were drawn, but a lai^e window in 
the roof let in a square of crass daylight that looked 
like an island in a surrounding sea of dusky dark- 
ness ; and in the light stood Joyselle, his back to her, 
his head bent over his violin in a way almost 
grotesque, as he groaned and tore at the hapless 
strings with venomous energy. 

Brigit stood, unable to move. It is always an 
uncanny thing to watch for any length of time a 
person who believes himself to be absolutely alone, 
and when, as in this case, the person is undergoing, 
and giving full vent^to a very strong emotion, the 
strangeness is increased tenfold. 

The man was, it was plain, after a week's 
tremendous and for him wholly unusual self-restraint, 
now giving full rein to his great rage over his miser- 
able situation. As he played, she could see the 
muscles of his strong neck move under the brown 
skin, and his shoulders rise and fall tumultuously 
with his uneven breaths. The din he made was 
almost unbearable, and she pressed her hands to her 
ears to shut it out. 
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The room was very large, and high, and round it, 
half-way up the dull yellow walls, ran an old carved 
gallery, relic of the time when it had been the studio 
of a hare-brained painter, a friend of Hazlitt and 
Coleridge, a believer in poor young Keats while the 
rest of the world laughed at him — in the very early 
days. 

In those days feasts had been held here, and in 
the gallery, hidden behind flowering dwarf peach- 
trees in tubs, stringed instruments were played — 
very softly, for the painter of one good picture 
and dozens of bad ones, had taste — while his 
guests sat at his board. Stories are still told of the 
small table that used to be brought into the room 
at the end of dinner by two little Ethiopians in 
white tunics. An ancient table with faded gilding 
just visible on the claw feet that looked out from 
under its petticoat of finest damask ; and on it 
priceless gold and silver bowls and salvers of all 
shapes, full of the most marvellous fruits from all 
countries, some of which fruits were never seen else- 
where in England. All dead and gone to dust years 
ago, host and guest and grinning little Ethiopians. 
Joyselle had told Brigit this story, and now as she 
stood watching him vent his wrath and anguish on 
his faithful Amati, a kind of vision came to her ; and 
she seemed to see the room as it used to be — vaguely, 
the big table with six or eight men sitting round it 
drinking wine, and, more distinctly, the heaped-up 
bowls and plates of fruit — 

Half hypnotised she stood there, her hands pressed 
to her ears until, with a final excruciating dig into 
the strings, he dropped his left arm and turned. 
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For a moment he, in bis square of light, did not 
see her in the dusk under the gallery. Then he took 
a step forward, and with a low cry caught her in his 
arms and crushed her and the violin painfully to his 
breast 

" Mon Dieu^ man Dieu^^ he repeated over and over, 
kissing her roughly, "you have come. Then you 
know, ma Brigitte, you know 1 " 

" Yes, I know," she admitted sullenly. " Let me 
go, Victor, you — ^you hurt me." 

He dropped his arms and she withdrew a few 
steps. He was very pale and his hair was ruffled 

" You — it was good of you to come," he said after 
a pause. " Then, you are not angry ? " 

" No." 

'' Brigit— 3;> fainuje faime. I am infamous, I am a 
monster, a father to be execrated by all honest men 
and women, but — I love you ! " 

He laid the violin down in a chair and came to 
her. "iE/ tot? " he asked hoarsely. 

The moment had come when she must think, she 
told herself, but her brain refused to work. The 
only thing that mattered was that he should stay. 
What must she say, truth or lie, that would inspire 
that necessity ? 

She stared at him blankly, and then, before she 
could speak, he knelt at her feet and pressed a fold 
of her dress to his face. 

" Victor," she said slowly, trembling so she could 
hardly stand, "you will not — leave me?" 

And Joyselle caught her up off the ground and 
held her as if she had been a baby. 

" Dieu tnercil " he cried. " Dieu mercil " 



CHAPTER XIII 

AN hour later Brigit Mead came quietly down the 
now nearly dark stairs of the old house, smiling 
faintly to himself. 

Joyselle's confession had been complete and cir- 
cumstantial. He had not attempted to hide from her 
one thing, and in the relief of his as it seemed un- 
avoidable avowal, he had hardly given her time to 
speak. '' It was, I think, the evening you came in the 
golden gown. You remember? It was a vision ; but 
an angelic vision. Most Beautiful ; but one that turned 
me first to stone, and then to fire. Vivien must have 
worn a golden gown. And then the evening in Pont 
Street — the storm, when I put my arms round you — 
they went round the most beautiful woman I had ever 
seen, it is true, but also round my daughter. But — 
in that lightning flash of time, I found they were round 
the woman compared to my love of whom the whole 
world does not matter ! And I ran into the night and 
walked for hours in the rain, and I think I was mad. 
Then I determined to go to America. And I would 
have gone, God knows, but — you came, and your 
unconsciousness broke me down. If you had sus- 
pected, I should have gone ; I was on my way to the 
Steamship Company when I met you. And then, 
Hampstead — and this past week — ^and then you 
came to me here where I work — and where I dream 
— ah, my beloved ! " 
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He was very gentle in his unhoped-for happiness, 
and to her immense relief he never once mentioned, or 
even appeared to remember, his son. 

When he asked her, with the marvelling curiosity 
of a boy lover, when and why she ever came to love 
him, she only shook her head. " I love you," she 
answered, and he forgot, looking at her, to insist. 

No word of the future had been said, not a plan 
had been made. Only, at parting, to meet later in 
the evening at the Newlyns, he said to her, " I will be 
the greatest violinist in the world, my woman." 

And her heart beat high with honest pride in 
him. 

Too happy to think, she went down the stairs, and 
half-way down found herself face to face with Gerald 
Carron. 

It was nearly dark, but she could just see that 
his white face was drawn and hideous with anger. 

"What are you doing here?" she cried, drawing 
back, but furious in her turn. 

" What are you doing here ? You — you — " 

" You have been spying on me," she returned with 
a good assumption of courage that she was very far 
from feeling. " Well, — I have been to talk to Mr 
Joyselle. Have you any objection to my doing 
so?" 

" Objection ? — Yes, I have. You have fooled us all. 
Engaged to the boy, and — I have always known 
that you didn't care for that child, and wondered. 
Now I know." 

He laughed shrilly. " And other people shall know 
too! Your mother will be pleased, and — the clean 
peasant ! I only wonder you haven't married that 
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poor wretch. The situation would then be even more 
—biblical." 

She tried to pass him but he barred her way. ''If 
you don't let me go, I will call for M. Joyselle. And 
if he doesn't hear me, someone else will. Do you 
understand ? " 

He did not answer, and looking at him carefully 
for a moment she was for the first time terrified. His 
eyes were not those of a sane man. 

" Gerald, don't be nasty," she urged, gently. 
'* Surely you must see that there is no harm in my 
coming to see Joyselle! In a month or two he will be 
my father-in-law." 

He sneered. " Ah, bah ! I saw your face as you 
passed the last window. It was not the face of a girl 
coming from her future father-in-law. It was the 
face—" 

Before he could finish a door opened on the floor 
above and two children came downstairs, chattering 
gaily to each other. Brigit turned to the elder, a boy 
of six, dressed in a quaintly cut green blouse. 

" Is your papa at home, my dear ? " she asked. 

The child laughed. "My papa is dead," he 
answered, cheerfully, " but Uncle Chris is there." 

Brigit looked at Carron for a moment and then 
went downstairs with her hand on the little boy's 
shoulder. '' And what is your name ? " she asked. 

"I'm Bob Seymour, and this is Patty. Uncle 
Chris has been painting us. He gives us a shilling 
apiece each time." 

" How very nice." Patty, who wore as obviously 
artistic a costume as her brother's, thumped noisily 
from behind them, and a few seconds later Brigit had 
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kissed her unconscious but all-powerful bodyguard, 
and jumped into the hansom. 

If a man had come instead of the children, almost 
anything might have happened, for she had no doubt 
that Carron's sanity was approaching snapping- 
point, but the innocent courage of Bob and Patty 
had quieted him. 

Brigit had a very unpleasant drive home, but the 
romantic cabby was delightfully thrilled. As it 
happened, he had been "crawling" for some minutes 
before Brigit had engaged him in Sloane Square, and 
had noticed her being accosted by Carron. 

" Something queer along of all this," he meditated, 
"that lean chap didn't look quite right, an' she 'adn't 
no patience with 'im neither. Then in she goes to 
the old 'ouse, an' then along comes another 'ansom 
with the lean chap. Then I waits an hour, an' out 
she comes with the little kids, kissin' 'em, an' the 
biggest little kid arsks 'er 'er nime ! If she didn't 
know 'im, why did she kiss 'im? An' before we'd 
got to the corner out comes the lean 'un, lookin' like 
a bloomin' corpse. Something must 'ave 'appened in 
that old 'ouse, an' I'll keep a lookout in The People 
and see wot it was. I'd like to 'ave been a fly 
on the wall during that there interview, I would. A 
fly on the wall with a tiste for short'and." 



CHAPTER XIV 

LADY KINGSMEAD, who was going to the 
Newlyns' ball, was having dinner in her little 
sitting-room when Carron came rushing in, nearly 
treading on the heels of the afflicted Fledge, who did 
like to have a chance to announce visitors properly. 

"Good Lord, Gerald — what is the matter? " 

"Matter enough. Brigit is Victor Joyselle's 
mistress." 

He sank into a chair and pressed his thin hands 
together until the bones cracked. 

" Gerald ! " 

" She is, she is. I have just come from his studio 
in Chelsea. Followed her there. She was alone 
with him for over an hour. And when she came 
out—" 

Lady Kingsmead rose and went to him. 

"Now listen to me," she said firmly, "you have 
either been drinking or you are mad. I don't care 
where you have been or where you saw Brigit. This 
story is — rot" 

She was not only not a good woman, she was not 
even a clever one, but this move on her part, the 
result not of a virtuous belief in virtue or of a sudden 
swing of her mental pendulum towards the effective, 
such as some women have — was amazing in its effect, 
because it was spontaneous and sincere. 

" Will you have something to drink ? " she asked. 

It was a curious scene; the dainty little room, 
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with the swivel-table laid for one, the pretty, well- 
preserved woman, looking down with real pity but 
something very near scorn at the broken, haggard, 
untidy man sprawling in a rose-coloured chair. 

" You are a fool, Tony," he said roughly. ** I tell 
you, I know." 

" Bosh. You know perfectly well that I was never 
silly about my children. Well — I don't care what 
you say about Brigit, I know she is all right As 
yet, anyway," she added. 

"She loves that — that brute," he stammered, 
wiping the perspiration from his face with a crumpled 
handkerchief. '' I saw her face as she left his studio." 

Lady Kingsmead pursed her mouth thoughtfully. 

"That may be," she admitted. " Tve thought for 
some time that something was in the air — " 

Breaking off, she glanced hastily at him. The old 
habit of telling him her thoughts as they came to 
her was still strong, but this was not her Grerald 
Carron. This was a new man of whom she knew 
little. For this much wisdom she had learned : that 
every new love makes a new man of a man. 

And this Carron with his wild eyes was no person 
to confide in. 

"Come, buck up, old thing," she said, with an 
affectation of brusque good -humour, "you haven't 
been sleeping. Isn't that it ? " 

" Yes. I'll never sleep any more." 

" And you're taking — Veronal ? " 

"Yes, sometimes. Oh, don't bully me, Tony. 
I'm — done." 

"I should think you were, to come and tell a 
woman beastly stories about her own daughter! 
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You'll be sorry to-morrow. Did you tell her this 
beautiful idea, by way of making yourself engaging ? " 

" I told her— yes." 

"And she didn't knock you down? Upon my 
word, I am surprised. Now look here, Gerald, you 
must go. I'm going to dress. We are going to the 
Cassowary's ball. You'd better go to bed and try to 
sleep without any Veronal. Will you? Will you, 
Gerry, poor old boy ? " 

His nerves were in such a condition that this un- 
merited and unexpected kindness broke him down 
utterly. Suddenly, to her horror, the poor wretch 
burst into tears, sobbing like a child. 

" Gerry, don't — oh, for Heaven's sake, don't," she 
cried, laying her hand on his head. "You — ^you 
mustn't. Gerry, Grerry dear — " 

" Yes, pat his head and call him dear," cried Brigit 
furiously, from the open door. " He insults me in the 
most abominable way,the vile little beast, and then you 
pet him. Bah I mother, you do really make me ill I " 

Lady Kingsmead turned, amazed. "You are ofi 
your head, too ! Can't you see he is i7/? " 

But Brigit's anger, nursed all during the drive 
home, burst out afresh. All her life she and her 
mother had quarrelled; there had never been im- 
planted in her even an idea of the common decency 
of filial respect, or of its semblance. Her mother's 
gusty, fitful temper had always, when roused, been 
given instant vent in a torrent of vituperation, and 
the girl, while too sulky to be so spontaneous even in 
the unpleasant sense of the word, had early acquired 
the habit of speaking to her mother as she would have 
to a greatly-disliked sister. 
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So now, when her rage with Carron burst its bounds, 
and she found, as she thought, her mother taking his 
part, she gave free rein to her temper,^and its eloquent 
bitterness struck Lady Kingsmead for the moment 
dumb. 

Carron sat still, his face hidden in his hands. When 
at last Brigit's arraignment ceased, Lady Kingsmead's 
turn came, and more feebly, less effectively, but to 
the best of her powers, she gave back abuse for abuse. 

It was not a pleasant sight Unbridled rage never 
is, even when in a good cause, and these two undiscip- 
lined women had lost all dignity and said very bad 
things to each other. 

Brigit's one excuse was her mistaken assumption 
that her mother had believed Carron's story, and when 
Lady Kingsmead had shrieked out everything else 
that she thought might hurt her daughter, she added, 
'' I believed in you, you little brute, though he said he 
saw you there. I might have known he wouldn't 
have dared to make up such a tale." 

Brigit, who had stood quite still, now spoke. " Then 
— ^you believe him now ? " 

" Yes, I flfo," lied Lady Kingsmead, goaded by the 
sneer on her daughter's fierce mouth. 

There was a long pause, and then Brigit Mead went 
to the door. 

" I am sorry I lost my temper and made such a 
beast of myself," she said slowly, " and — I will never 
speak to you again as long as I live." 

She closed the door very gently and went upstairs 
to her room. 

It was done now, decided, her boats were burnt. 
From this day henceforth she would be spoken of 
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as the queer Mead girl, who doesn't live with her 
mother. 

While she dressed for dinner she laid her plans 
with the quickness native to her. She would dine 
and dance at the Newlyns', and then she would go to 
the Joyselles' for the night. 

The next day she would go and talk to a girl friend 
who had a flat in huge and horrible " Mansions/' out 
Kensington way. She would live alone with a maid ; 
and she would have to pinch and scrape — but that 
would not matter. And then — Joyselle would come 
to see her, and very probably some day they would 
lose their heads, and it would be her mother's fault. 
There was much^satisfaction in this reflection, for she 
ignored the fact that in all probability the crisis had 
been only precipitated by her mother's speech. 

There was Tommy. Well, Joyselle would be good 
to him for her sake. And even if Tommy should 
elect to come and live with her, her mother could 
not prevent his doing so. She would fuss and cry and 
tell all her friends how ungrateful her children were, 
but in the end Tommy's firmness would prevail. 

She laughed as she got out of the carriage at the 
Newlyns. By great good luck Joyselle was dining 
there, and Theo coming only to the dance. 

" I will tell him," she thought, and her heart gave 
a great throb and then sank warmly into its place at 
the thought of seeing him. "He will turn slowly 
and hold his shoulders stifHy and try to look indif- 
ferent," she thought, " but oh — his eyes I " 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE Sparrow and the Cassowary were much de- 
lighted with their own dinner and their own 
ball. 

Freddy Newlyn was a kindly little man, with an 
absurd fussy manner full of importance, as so many 
kindly little men have. Is it by some gentle provi- 
dential dispensation that the physically insignificant 
are so often upheld by harmless vanity? 

The Cassowary, on the other hand, bony and dis- 
tressingly red in the wrong places, suffered from a 
realisation of her own defects that she endeavoured 
to conceal by an assumption of the wildest high 
spirits. This jocularity, of course, became at times 
rather painful, but as she was possessed of much 
money and a kind heart, it was forgiven her. 

The dinner was very large, and the guests sat at 
small tables all over the place — a delightful invention 
of the Cassowary's, who screamed with piercing glee 
at the excitement displayed as lots were drawn for 
the different tables. 

" Seven, Sir John ? Then you'll find your partner 
and go to the library — only three tables there! 
Dicky, what is your number ? Four ? Oh, you lucky 
little brute. The conservatory. Who's your girl? 
Oh yes. Piggy. Aren't I a lamb?" 

The numbers of the various tables were being 
drawn as she spoke from a vase on the drawing- 
room table. 
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"And you M. Joyselle? Thirteen. Oh, what 
awful luck ! " 

Everyone screamed with laughter, for the Norman 
was looking with unfeigned concern at his bit of paper. 

^^Je fiaime pas le treize^ madame," he protested, 
disregarding the prevailing mirth. 

''But — what can I do? It's a nice table in the 
billiard-room. Who's your partner ? " 

" Lady Sophy Browne — which is she ? " 

"Oh, Sophy Browne. Go on drawing, you men, I 
must speak to Fred. I say, Fred — " 

The good-natured Cassowary tramped across to 
the door where the Sparrow was standing, and bend- 
ing down, said something to him. 

"Is he really? I say, that's too bad. But you 
can't change the tables, can you, dear ? " 

"I don't know. These kind of people are so 
superstitious you see ; it's enough to make him glum 
all the evening, and Sophy was so keen — she says he 
looks like a bust by Rodin, and she wants to do him 
in pen and ink." 

The Sparrow rubbed his pointed nose thoughtfully. 

"Change the two of 'em to another table, can't 
you ? " 

" I've got 'em all sorted, though. Unless — I might 
change Billy and the Farquhar girl to their table, 
and put them in the boudoir balcony 1 Billy wouldn't 
mind and the Farquhar girl doesn't matter ; she didn't 
get me those tickets anyhow." 

The Sparrow gave a little hop of satisfaction. 

" Right ! That'll do famously." 

So the Cassowary went back to the table and laid 
her hand on Joyselle's sleeve. " I have put you at 
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another table, M. Joyselle. You go to the boudoir 
balcony — Sophy will take you there — so it's all right 
I must go and find Billy Vere now. Oh — " turning, 
she found herself face to face with Brigit Mead, who 
had just arrived. 

" I say, Brigit, would you mind sitting at the table 
with M. Joyselle? Eugene Struther is your man, 
and M. Joyselle objects to his table because it is 
number thirteen." 

Brigit, shaking hands with her enthusiastic hostess, 
caught Joyselle's eye. He had heard. 

'' Mind ? Not a bit," she answered carelessly, " if 
he doesn't." 

Mrs Newlyn turned, to find the top of Joyselle's 
head presented to her in a bow of mockly-resigned 
acquiescence. "Then, tkafs all right. What's the 
matter, Oliver ? " 

Lord Oliver Maytopp, a cherished clown in that 
section of society in which the Newlyns had their 
being, was making believe to cry, his large mouth 
opened grotesquely, his fists digging into his eyes. 

" I d — don't want to sit at the table next Meg's," 
he sobbed, '' when I tell funny stories she always — 
makes faces at me. I want to go home to Nursey." 

Brigit moved away, her upper lip raised disdain- 
fully. How odious they all were ! 

And how detestable the whole house with its 
wealth of art-treasures, selected by an artist friend of 
Newlyn's. 

^^Nouveau-ricke?" asked Joyselle, joining her. 

"No. That is, they are well-born, but they are 
nouveau as regards money. Her father made a 
lucky speculation in electric-lighting, I think it was, 
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after she was married. Thejr haven't got used to 
their money yet. So," she added, as they stepped 
out on to one of the many balconies with which the 
house was ornamented, " you don't object to sitting 
at my table ? " 

" Brigitte ! " 

His was of the type of face that is ennobled by 
any strong passion, and he looked very splendid as 
he towered above her, white and shaken. 

''You will not leave me?" she asked, again 
possessed by the fear that had tormented her from 
the moment when he had dropped his violin the 
evening of the golden frock. 

"Brigitte," he returned, leaning on the rail and 
presenting a non-committal back to anyone who 
might chance to join them, *' let us not talk of that 
yet. I love you, and you are mine, and I am yours, 
whatever happens." 

An agony of terror took her strength as he spoke. 
Uncertainty was always hard for her to bear, but in 
this vital matter she felt that she could not endure it 

''If you are going to be cruel and leave me," she 
said, her face taking on an expression of relentless 
cruelty, '' you must do so at once." 

He turned. " What do you mean ? " 

"I mean — I cannot bear suspense. If, for any 
reason, you are going to— to go — please go now." 

He was honestly puzzled, for she looked at him as 
if he had been an enemy. 

"My dear — my beloved — what do you mean?" 
His voice was grieved and gentle. " Surely you can 
see that — '' he broke off into French, "that the 
situation is not simple? That we love we cannot 
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help — nor would we, by God ! — but in an honest man 
and an honest woman — " 

" Come along, you two," cried Mrs Newlyn, " dinner 
is announced. M. Joyselle, go and find Lady Sophy, 
and you, Brigit, come and be found by your man — I 
forget who he is — " 

" Eugene Struther," she answered quietly, " I am 
glad, too." 

Struther was one of the best of the young men to 
be met at the Newlyns', and he and she always got 
on fairly well. Their table was squeezed rather 
tightly into a little balcony looking over the diminu- 
tive garden that, although she never went into it, or 
knew one of its flowers from another, was one of the 
several joys of the Cassowary's heart. So few people 
have gardens in London. 

Lady Sophy Browne, an ethereal-looking woman, 
with a consciously wan smile and a grey chiflbn 
frock, that looked as if it would have had to be 
unpinned and unwound, rather than taken off, when 
bed-time came, put her elbows on the table and 
clasped her hands under her chin. 

«Do you know Rodin's Portrait d'un Inconnu?" 
she asked Joyselle. 

'' No, madame." 

" But you know Rodin ? " 

" I have met him." 

Ecstatic was her smile. '* I knew it. And uncon- 
sciously you were his model for the Inconnu. But it 
is you, M. Joyselle ! Do not deny it, for I know." 

Joyselle took an olive. " I do not deny it. Lady 
Sophy. But I know nothing of it. If you are right 
I am — much flattered." 
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Brigit was amused, for she saw that the Spectre, as 
her friends called the grey-draped peeress, had 
anticipated excitement and cariosity on Joyselle's 
part. 

There was music somewhere in the distance, and 
the air was sweet with the smell of roses from the 
room behind them as well as from the garden below. 

Struther talked little, Brigit, with her usual in- 
difference to others, almost not at all, and as Joy- 
selle's self-command rose only to the height of an 
occasional reply to the Spectre's monologue, which 
was not of an arresting nature, the party on the 
balcony was very quiet. 

Brigit suffered tortures as she sat watching Joy- 
selle. It was then as she had feared. He was going 
to be strong and make everyone miserable. 

If she had been asked to propose any kind of a plan 
for the future, her answer would have been, when 
denuded of side issues and fantasy, simply that she 
could see nothing better than simple drifting. As 
yet she could not anticipate, and it roused in her a 
kind of jealousy that Joyselle had so soon begun to 
think of Theo. His love for her should have dimmed 
all consideration for his son — it should have been 
she who suggested some means of hurting the boy 
as little as possible. 

But she could see that Joyselle was going to be 
what she called in the frankness she allowed herself, 
tiresome about that wretched boy of his. 

She also knew that Joyselle would be anything but 
pleased by her resolution to leave home and live by 
herself His respect for certain laws were an integral 
part of his nature, and she knew that he would not 
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approve of her deserting what he was certain to call 
the maternal roof. This curious element of Philis- 
tinism in his otherwise Bohemian nature was very 
perplexing, and she told herself as she looked at him 
while he gravely listened to the ghostly Lady Sophy, 
that her troubles were in reality only just beginning. 

'*M. Joyselle," she asked him during a pause, 
that only a burning desire for champagne induced 
Lady Sophy to allow to pass unchallenged, "will 
petite mire mind my coming to sleep to-night? I 
want very much to see her about something, and so I 
told mother I'd get you and Theo to take me home." 

He bowed with an assumption of fatherly gratifica- 
tion. "But of course, my dear." Then, for his 
powers of dissimulation were not of durable quality, 
he turned quickly to Lady Sophy. 

So that was all right. 

When dinner was over and the women were 
herded together in the drawing-room, Brigit sat down 
and took up a book. In an hour Theo would be 
coming, and would want his answer. What was it 
to be? 



CHAPTER XVI 

THEO arrived rather late, and after making his 
bow to his hostess, came straight to her. His 
fine young face was flushed and eager and his eyes 
very bright. 

Brigit,who was standing talking to Maytopp, felt her 
heart sink. She had not yet decided what to say, and 
instinctively she looked round the room for Joyselle. 

"Brigit — will you dance?" Theo bowed, a trifle 
lower than Englishmen bow, and offered her his arm 
with the very slightest suggestion of swagger. And 
somehow he reminded her at that moment more of 
his father than he had ever done. 

He did not speak as they danced, but she knew 
that he was fairly confident of her answer being a 
favourable one, and she tried to think that the waltz 
was never going to end. 

But it did end, and she found herself near thewindow 
leading to the balcony where she had talked with 
his father early in the evening. 

"Brigit — " he whispered gently, looking out into 
the darkness. 

And then she heard herself answer : '' Yes, Theo. 
But — ask your father what he and I have decided." 

" Ask papa ! " 

'' Yes. He knows what we are going to do, and he 
will tell you." 

Without a word he left her and she stepped out on 
the balcony. Leaning against the parapet she stared 
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down into the empty street, wondering what Joy- 
selle would say. She had not intended to put the 
responsibility of the future on him ; she had said the 
words almost unconsciously, but they were said. 
And he, when he came? 

Would the horrible courage she had felt in him pre- 
vail to the extent of allowing him to give her to his 
son ? Or would he refuse to settle things ? Or would 
he, worst of all, announce his departure for America I 

He was so many men, each of whom were so strong 
and so individual, that she could not know what he 
would say. Closing her eyes she waited. When the 
two men joined her, Theo was — laughing. And to 
her overwrought nerves the sound seemed an insult. 

" Why do you laugh ? " she asked, sharply. 

He started. " Why — I don't remember. Papa said 
something amusing. Is anything wrong, my dear ? '' 

" No." Joyselle stood in the light and she could 
see his face. It looked set and a little grim, but 
there was a fierce light in his eyes. 

She looked at him defiantly. Yes, she had done 
well ; he should choose. 

"iBA tien?" suggested Joyselle, suddenly, "why 
have you sent for me, Most Beautiful ? " 

So Theo had not explained I 

" Theo is very impatient," she answered in a low 
voice, " he wants me to set our wedding-day. And — 
I have to make up my mind, you know — I thought 
as you and I had talked it over before dinner, you 
would not mind — casting the die for us." 

There was a pause while Joyselle deliberately 
moved beyond the radius of the light. 

Theo did not move, but his immobility was the 
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motionlessness of extreme tension. He had not 
observed the discrepancy in her story, Brigit saw, 
and was simply waiting. 

It seemed many minutes before Joyselle spoke. 
Then he said briskly, " The pros and cons are many, 
Theo. Brigit will tell' you them later. And there 
are — clothes to be got, are there not ? And I must 
go away in a few days — to Madrid, and shall be 
gone three weeks. It might be well for you to 
marry at once, say early in June, or — you might wait 
until the autumn." 

He lit a cigarette and Brigit drew a deep breath of 
relief. Thank God, he was hedging, and could not 
make up his mind. 

" I do not wish to wait," announced Theo, with 
unexpected and terrible decision. " I can see no 
reason for it,/^r^. Brigit, let it be early in June." 

Joyselle's match fell to the floor, and his cigarette 
was still unlit 

" I think I have been patient," pursued the young 
man, his voice trembling a little. "Ah, father, I 
love her, and I want my wife." 

Joyselle's arm jerked and the unlit cigarette flew 
out into the darkness. *'You are right," he began 
abruptly, but Brigit drew nearer to him and in the 
darkness laid her hand on his. 

''He is right in one way, Beau-pire,^^ she said, 
grasping his hand with spasmodic strength, '' and I 
am a brute, but I should so much rather wait a little 
longer. I have reasons, Theo." 

Joyselle caught her hand in his, and gave a great 
laugh. 

" Oh, mes enfants^ mes en/ants^' he cried. " When 



1 86 THE HALO 

lovers disagree, who is to decide but — chance? 
Come, Theo, your chances shall be the same as hers. 
Heads you win, tails you lose. Agreed ? " 

Staggering back into the light, his face flushed, 
his teeth flashing in a broad smile, he took a sixpence 
from his pocket " You both agree ? " 

Theo nodded in silence and Brigit answered 
simply " Yes." 

The coin shot from the violinist's thumb-nail, flew 
up into the air and was caught on his palm, his left 
hand covering it. 

'' Heads, then, a June wedding. Tails, the mees 
has her way, and the event is put off till autumn ? 
Right ? " 

« Yes." 

Theo had turned away, and Brigit was free to 
look full into Joyselle's face. It was a wonderful 
face in its absolute oneness of expression. There 
were no complications, no remorse, nothing but wild 
and fierce love of gambling, and hope that the 
woman he loved should remain free a little longer. 

" It is— tails." 

Theo walked into the ballroom without a word, 
and Brigit found herself close in his father's arms 
for a wild moment. " We have won, mon adorie^ mon 
ador^e** he murmured. " Thank God I " 

She drew away, trying to remember prudence. 

" Yes. Then — this summer is ours. And in the 
autumn — " 

'' It is not even summer yet. Do not think of it. 
We shall be happy, Brigitte, for you are my woman 
and I am your man. And the future — oh, damn the 
future, my love, my love ! " 



CHAPTER XVII 

CROMWELL MANSIONS are a depressing 
pile of buildings not far from the Kensington 
High Street ; they have lifts, uniformed hall-porters, 
house telephones and other modern inconveniences, 
and a restaurant. 

The restaurant is, of course — the Mansions being 
inhabited chiefly by women — very bad indeed, but it 
obviates the necessity of cooks and kitchens in the 
for the most part diminutive flats into which the 
place is divided. 

One day early in August Brigit Mead sat in the 
restaurant at a small table near an open window 
through which she caught an invigorating view of a 
brick court in the middle of which a woman was 
washing a cabbage at a pump. 

It was a very warm day and the butter, more 
liquid than solid, seemed to be the last of a huge 
bundle of straws the weight of which threatened to 
break the girl's back. 

That the cold beef was hard and tasteless was a 
detail to be borne with, but the butter seemed 
particularly insulting as it melted before her eyes. 

"Going to thunder, I believe," observed a wan 
girl at the next table. " It would, of course, as I 
have tickets for Ranelagh ! " 

" Of course," agreed Brigit, absently. 

She hated being so late in town, but the Lenskys 
to whom she had been going, had wired to put her 
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off, as Pammy had come down with measles. And 
the wire having come only that morning, she had as 
yet made no other plan for the rest of the month. 

"Give me some cream, please," she said to the 
waiter, " without too much boracic acid powder in it" 

There was no irony in her remark and the waiter 
accepted it in good faith. '' It's the 'eat, my lady/' 
he explained serenely ; " it all goes sour if they don't 
put something in it" 

Brigit ate a piece of fruit tart, a bit of cheese, and 
rose languidly. 

" I see your mother has gone to the country, Lady 
Brigit," said a girl near the door, as she passed. 

" Yes. She always goes on the 28th of July." 

" I saw it in some paper. Are you staying on 
long!" 

The story of her leaving her mother's house was, 
Brigit knew, common property, but this was the first 
time anyone had ventured to broach the matter 
to her. 

'' I suppose," went on the unlucky questioner, 
" that you will soon be joining her ? " 

" Do you I " asked Brigit 

"Do I what?" 

"Suppose so." And Miss M^Caw was alone, 
staring after the tall figure in the plain white frock, 
that for all its plainness looked so out of place in 
Cromwell Mansions. 

Unlocking her door, Brigit went into her sitting- 
room and lit a cigarette. She had taken the flat 
from a friend who had been sent abroad by her 
doctor, and the whole place was absurdly unsuited to 
its present owner. 
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Maidie Conyers was blonde and small, so the room 
was pale blue and "cosy." There were embroidered 
pillows on the buttony chesterfield, lace shades to 
the electric lights, and be-rosebudded Liberty silk 
curtains. 

Brigit hated the house, but it was cheap and she 
had little money. 

With a grunt of furious distaste she sat down in a 
satin chair and leaning back began to smoke. The 
tables in the room were very bare, for the chief 
ornaments had been photographs — in very elaborate 
frames— of Maidie Conyers* friends, and Brigit, 
finding that she loathed Maidie Conyers' friends, had 
banished them one and all. 

'' Loathsome room," the girl said aloud, lighting a 
fresh cigarette, " disgusting curtains." 

What she in reality felt mostly, though she did not 
know it, was the lack of room in the flat. Used all her 
life to the large rooms of Kingsmead, she felt, now that 
the unusual heat had come, cramped and restless. 

It maddened her to have to make plans, where 
should she go ? How like that little wretch Pammy 
to go and have measles now. 

She would go to Golden Square as sooii as it got a 
little cooler and make Victor play to her. They 
might go for a drive later. Or she might make Theo 
take her for a walk in the park. Suddenly she heard 
a slight scratching noise in the entry, and rose. The 
porter, to save himself trouble, was letting some 
visitor in unannounced. She would murder that 
porter. 

But when she saw the visitor she forgot the guilty 
official. 
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" Gerald ! " 
Yes, Brigit. Do— do you mind ? " 
I — yes I mind, of course I do. Why have you 
come ? " 

Carron, who was very smartly dressed and who 
looked wretchedly ill, sank into a chair. 

*' It is nearly four months ago," he murmured. ** I 
— I hoped you would have forgiven me." 

" Well, I haven't So please go." 

Her ill-humour accumulating ever since the receipt 
of the wire from the Lenskys, seemed about to burst. 
She looked exceedingly angry, and the poor wretch 
in the chair before her trembled as he looked at her. 

" D — don't be so hard on me, Bicky." 

'' Don't call me Bicky. And please go. I don't want 
to be rude, but I shall lose my temper if you don't." 

Carron's pinched face quivered. I — I am very ill, 
Brigit," he said in a hurried, deprecating way. I — 
I am not sleeping at all, my nerves are — rotten. And 
I thought rd die if I couldn't see you. Don't be any 
harder on me than — than necessary." 

She sat down on the arm of a chair, and looked at 
him closely. " You do look ill — very ill. And you 
look — I say, Gerald, are you taking anything ? " 

He gave a shrill cackling laugh. *' Taking any- 
thing? No. You mean morphine or something 
of that kind. Pas si bite^ my dear. Oh no, I have 
always had a perfect horror of anything like that. 
W— why?" 

''Because — I think you ^zr^," she returned coolly. 
" Show me your left arm, Gerald." 

" No, no, you are mad, my dear, — I assure you I 
don't. I give you my word of honour — " 
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She came to him, and taking his arm in her strong 
hands pushed up his sleeves and studied his emaciated 
arm for a few seconds in silence. 

" I thought as much," she commented, as he almost 
whimpered in his helpless annoyance. 

" You are so rough, Brigit. Tony always says you 
are so rough." 

*' Yes, I am. Well — I am sorry for you, Gerald. 
When did you begin ? " 

" Oh — long ago. But — I seem to need more of 
late." 

" Took it at first to make you sleep, I suppose ? " 

"Yes. And then — well you see, I like it And 
it's nobody's business " he finished defiantly. 

" That's true. Would you like some tea ? " 

"Oh yes, Brigit. You are kind. It is good of 
you to forgive me." 

" I haven't forgiven you," she retorted, going to 
the tea-table, " but I am sorry for you. Where have 
you been of late ? " 

" Oh, all about, as usual. I came up from More- 
cambe yesterday. Rotten party. Have you seen 
your mother?" 

Brigit's lips tightened. " No." 

" I saw her three weeks ago. She is very much 
hurt by your behaviour." 

" Broken-hearted, I should think I " 

" Well, she's queer enough, I grant you, and not 
over-motherly, but — she is your mother when all's 
said and done." 

The girl watched the kettle boil and said nothing. 

" Tommy is coming on wonderfully with his violin 
isn't he ? " pursued Carron. 
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" Yes." 

" Does he come here often ? '^ 

She looked up, frowning. ^'You know perfectly 
well that he has never been here," she returned, 
shortly. " Do you like your tea strong ? " 

"Yes, please, no milk. Well — you must miss 
him." 

" And you know perfectly well that I see him 
twice a week at Joyselle's." 

Carron took his cup with trembling hands and set 
it down carefully on the table. 

"^ You needn't snap my head off," he observed. 

"No. But why play comedy? Mother has told 
you all about it, so I can't see the use of this sort of 
humbug." 

He was silent for a moment and then began in a 
new voice. " Brigit, I — I really have something to 
say to you." 

"What is it?" 

" It's this. That day — the last time I saw you, 
you know, your mother was standing up for you 
when you came in. She — refused to believe me 
when I, when I — " 

" I know. But when I came in she was — " 

" She was simply being good to me. Look here, 
Brigit, really and truly, she was. She went for me 
when I said — that And your coming in in a temper 
was what — upset the apple-cart." 

Brigit raised her eyebrows. 

"Right. Now let's talk about something else. 
When did you see Tommy ? " 

" A week ago. He is in town now." 

"I know. I shall see him to-morrow." 
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" At Joyselle's ? " 

" Yes." 

"Brigit — you can see what a wreck I am. Tell 
me. Are you going to marry that boy ? " 

" I am." 

" When ? " 

" In October." 

" Then—" 

She rose. " I am a model of patience, Gerald, but 
you have asked enough questions." 

" But — well, I am sorry I was such a beast. Can 
you endure seeing me once in a long time — say once 
a month? It — it may make life possible to me — 
don't say that you don't see the necessity for that ! — 
Brigit—" 

" But it is so useless, Gerald, and so painful — " 

" No. And I can tell you all kind of things about 
people — you must be lonely ! Tommy is only a kid 
after all, and doesn't hear — by the way, why does he 
never come here ? " 

She hesitated. " Do you really not know ? " Then, 
seeing sincerity in his eyes, she went on. " Well — 
Joyselle made me promise mother that." 

" Made you I " 

" Yes. He — ^you see he is old-fashioned. And — 
well, in two words he said that unless I promised he 
— he — would not teach Tommy or even see him ! " 

Carron whistled. " Well, I'll be damned ! " 

"Yes. Absurd, wasn't it? But— oh well, there's 
no use in explaining." 

As she spoke she heard the introductory scrap- 
ing at the keyhole again, and a moment later Tommy 
came in. 

N 
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A REMARKABLY dandified Tommy ; a solemn 
and significant Tommy, who shook hands 
solemnly with his sister and Carron and then sat 
down and took off his gloves. 

" I have come on business, Brigit," he announced 
quietly. 

Carron rose. "Then I will go. Thanks very 
much, Brigit, for your hospitality — and I will look in 
again in three or four weeks if you don't mind." 

Tommy's frame of mind was too dignified to 
permit of his staring, but he was obviously surprised 
at Carron's presence, and when the man had gone he 
said with considerable importance: "Since when 
has Carron been calling on you ? " 

" This is the first time. Oh, Tommy — should you 
have come ? " 

" I have just left mother at Aunt Emily's," he 
answered, his voice explaining plainly what his 
dignity forbade his putting into words. 

So her mother knew ! 

" New clothes ; also gloves ; also something smelly 
and very nice on your hair ! " 

Brigit bent over and kissed him tenderly, her face 
very sweet with affection. "Please elucidate, little 
brother. Has mother sent you ? " 

" No. She knows I have come, though." 

" Some tea ? " 

" If you please." 
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So she relit the kettle and going to a cupboard 
produced two enchanting-looking white jars. ^' Mar- 
malade or cherry jam ? " 

" I think — neither, please/' returned Kingsmead, 
with an effort. " I — am not hungry." 

It was all very mysterious, and Brigit, scanning 
the little boy's face, saw that he was nervous as well 
as important ; pale as well as elegant in attire. So 
she made the tea and gave him a cup in silence. 

After a long pause he cleared his throat and 
began. '^Brigit, of course Tm only a kid — and all 
that sort of thing." 

"Yes, dear?" 

" And you are grown up, and have a great deal more 
— well, experience than I. And then you are very 
beautiful, and I am — not," he added with a flicker of 
irrepressible mirth that was immediately quenched. 

" Yes, Tommy ? " 

" Well — I just say all that, dear old thing, so you 
won't think me sidey, you know." 

" I don't, Tommy. In fact I have sometimes 
observed in you symptoms of almost radical — " 

" Don't laugh, Brigit," he broke in with a quaint 
wave of his hand. " What I mean to say is simply 
this. I am, although so young, and not very big — 
the Head of the Family." 

This ms^nificent declaration was so unlike his 
usual style of conversation that his sister with 
difficulty refrained from laughing. 

" Well, Tommy— yes, there would be no use in 
my denying that you, not I, am the Earl of Kings- 
mead. But — your manner is somewhat solemn; 
surely you are not thinking of marrying ? " 
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The earl's mouth broadened spasmodically, and 
his eyes gleamed with amusement 

" I say, Bick, if you laugh at me, how on earth am 
I ever to get it said ? " 

''All right. Only take some jam and don't 
terrify me with magnificence. This is the first time 
to my knowledge that an earl has ever shed the 
effulgence of his presence in these humble walls — " 

Tommy's grandeur gave up the ghost and with a 
yell of delight he dived deep into one of the jars and 
heaped his plate with suspiciously crimson cherry jam. 

" Good old Bick ! I must have looked an awful 
little ass. But — well, will you chuck it all and come 
home ? " 

"Ohol" 

" Yes, ' oho ' as much as you like, but it is all rot 
your living here, and she hates it, and it's unpleasant 
all round. Besides, the country is really lovely now, 
and I miss you." 

" Do you, Tommy dear ? " 

" I do." 

" Did mother send you ? " 

" No. She said you wouldn't come if she did, but 
that you might if I— if I—" 

"If you exerted your authority as Head of the 
Family ! '* 

"Well, yes." Tommy, now completely shame- 
faced, took more jam and handed back his cup. 

" She is funny," mused Brigit " To have so little 
sense of humour." 

"That's what I told her. But Aunt Emily says 
people are talking about your living alone, etc. And — 
besides, I think she is really rather fond of you, Bick." 
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"Oh no, she isn't. However, M. TAmbassadeur, 
you have fulfilled your mission, so be content." 

Tommy paused in his task of biting into a piece 
of cake and looked up at her. " Then — you will ? " 

" No, dear ; I most certainly won't. But don't you 
bother about that. I like this very well, and after 
all it isn't for long." 

"Oh. You mean you are going to marry Theo. 
When ? " 

"In October, probably. Nothing is settled. More 
jam ? " 

" No, thanks. I say, Bicky, what are you going 
to do in September ? " 

" I don't know. Why ? " 

"Because they are all going to LiL-bas, to the 
Golden Wedding. They were talking about it the 
other day. Are you going, too ? " 

She shook her head. " Oh no. But I daresay I 
shall be with the Lenskys then. I can't go now, 
because one of the children is ill." 

Tommy rose and looked at his watch, a shadow of 
his former proud manner settling on him as he put 
on his gloves. " She will be very much disappointed," 
he remarked, " but I don't see how she can forbid my 
coming here now, do you ? " 

" No, of course she can't. And oh. Tommy, I have 
missed you I Are you at Golden Square to-night ? " 

" Yes. Coming to supper ? " 

" I think so. Good-bye, you darling little boy." 

After he had closed the door Tommy pounded on 
it until she opened it. 

" I say, Bicky, what happens to ambassadors who 
fail in their missions ? " he asked, winking delightedly. 



CHAPTER XIX 

YELLOW DOG PAPILLON lay asleep on the 
Chesterfield in Joyselle's room. He was 
dreaming an enchanting dream about a particularly 
aromatic bone that he found in a dust-bin — a ham- 
bone slashed by a careless hand and cast away 
before all meat had been removed from it — a bone 
for which any dc^ would have risked much. 

So it was tiresome to be awakened by a sound of 
low voices. 

Opening one eye warily Yellow Dog Papillon 
looked up and saw something he had of late seen 
several times, his beloved master standing by the 
girl who had Sometimes Just Come From a Cat. 

The girl had water in her eyes, too. 

" I am sorry, Victor," she was saying, •' but I 
cannot, and I will not. I can't see why you should 
care." 

"But I do care. You know that I have always 
hated it. And Tommy told me himself that she let 
him go with the express purpose of making up with 
you. It is your duty to go back." 

She drew away from him. 

" I cannot." 

" You mean you will not." 

" Exactly ; I will not." 

Yellow Dog did not understand all of this dialogue, 
but he knew his master's face as well as his voice, 
and because he liked the girl who had sometimes 
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just come from a cat, he would have liked to advise 
her to lay down her arms at once. " No good 
opposing him when his eyes are like that/' he said to 
himself; ** if it was pte^ I'd just sit up and beg and 
make him laugh." 

But Brigit would not condescend to sit up and 
beg. 

"There's no use in discussing it/' she said very 
coldly, " for I will not go back." 

Joyselle watched her in silence for a long time. 
" Not even if I entreat you ? " he asked in a gentle 
voice. 

Her lips tightened, for tenderness with coercion 
behind it had no delusions for her. 

" Not even if you entreat me. I have told you that 
I dislike my mother and I do not wish to see her. I 
will not tell you why, and that, at least, you ought to 
approve of/' 

*' It is horrible for a daughter to say that she does 
not like her mother — " 

" It is horrible for me not to like her, but I can't 
help it. And it is not horrible for me to tell — any- 
thing to you." 

But his face did not soften. '* I wish you to go to 
Kingsmead, Brigit." 

" I will not go to Kingsmead, Victor." 

" Then/' his anger now finally blazed up, " I can 
say only — good-bye." 

Her face was as white and as hard as his own, and 
being a woman she could even laugh. 

" AdieUf done — Beau-pire / " 

"What do you mean by that? You will not — 
surely you cannot mean that you will — " 
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"But I do!" He himself had suggested a re- 
venge to her. "If you and I quarrel, I will most 
certainly not marry your son." 

For a moment the father in him dominated the 
mere man, and his eloquence was great as he 
reproached her. 

" No — no, I am not cruel," she answered cruelly, 
her anger reinforced by a wave of jealousy anent 
Theo, " but as I do not love him, why should I marry 
him ? And this kind of thing had far better cease. 
After all, you care for him far more than you care 
for me." 

" Grand Dieu I " 

" Yes, of course you do," she went on in the tone 
of gentle, unimpassioned reason that women some- 
times use in violent anger, to the utter amazement and 
undoing of their male opponents. " And moreover, 
I daresay if I really loved you as much as I thought 
I did, I should be unable to refuse to do what you 
wish about my mother." 

Joyselle's face was very white. " What do you 
mean ? Do you mean that your love for me was a 
mere caprice, and that — it has gone?" 

His agony was unconcealed, and as she gazed she 
smiled, for her own torture was nearly unbearable. 

" I shouldn't like to say it was only a caprice — " 
She hesitated, and he sank into a chair and buried 
his face in his hands. 

Suddenly he rose, and seizing her arm roughly, 
gave her another cue, which she remorselessly and 
instantly took. 

"There is someone else," he cried, utterly for- 
getting that the very day before she had loved him 
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madly, "you love some other man. Tell me who 
it is ! " 

And with the extraordinary fortitude common to 
fanatics and furious women, she smiled and answered : 
" Perhaps ! Tout passe ^ man cher'^ 

It was a cheap and melodramatic bit of acting, 
and any unprejudiced onlooker must have seen the 
agony in her face, but Joyselle was blinded by his 
own pain and fled from the room without another 
word. 

She heard a door slam and knew that he had gone 
out. And the world came to an end for her. 

It was about six o'clock, and Tommy had gone 
out with Theo. They would not be back until 
about eight. 

F61icit6, too, was out. She was alone. She saw 
Papillon, who was sitting up, looking at her with a 
world of sympathy in the cock of his ear. 

Suddenly Brigit burst into tears, nervous, hysterical, 
noisy sobbing, as she had done that day in the olive 
grove at the Villa Arcadie. She had been living 
under great nervous strain for months, and these 
breakdowns were of appalling violence. She could 
not stop crying, and she could not reason and tell 
herself that he would come back and forgive her. 

All she could realise was her hideous misery and 
sense of desolation. She was utterly alone, she was 
hungry, she was cold, she was hopeless. 

Presently someone touched her shoulder very 
gently. It was F61icit6. 

" What is it, my dear ? " the elder woman asked. 
" What has happened ? ** 

And Brigit, too unstrung to tell the usual con- 
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venttonal lies, simply sobbed on, her whole body 
shaking with agony. 

Madame Joyselle sat patiently by her, stroking 
her shoulders with a kind hand, murmuring little 
broken phrases in French, patting her hair. 

'' Out out ma mie — Pauvre petite^ ca te soulagera 
— PleureSi ma cocotU, pleures I " 

And at last the girl was quiet, and reached for her 
handkerchie£ 

"I — I am sorry to have been so idiotic, I don't 
know why I am such a fool — " 

F61icit^ smoothed back her wet hair and smiled at 
her. 

''Poor child," she answered quietly. ''I am so 
sorry. I have seen it for some time — *' 

Brigit stared at her. " Seen — ? " 

" That you have fallen in love with Victor. It is 
really too bad of him, the old rascal." 

Her gentle face was so undisturbed, so calmly 
acceptant of the heinous fact, that Brigit could do 
nothing but stare. *' I am glad poor Theo does not 
suspect," went on F61icit^, untying the strings of her 
old-fashioned bonnet ; '* we must not let him know, 
n'est c€ pas ? " 

" I — I don't see — " stammered the girl, blankly. 

" No, he must not know. Nor Victor either, if 
we can help it Though he is very vain, and vain 
men always see. On the whole," she added with a kind 
of gentle amusement, "you have all been absurdly 
blind but me. And I did not like to warn you." 

" This is — very extraordinary," began Brigit, 
rising. " I don't quite see — " 

But F61icit6 drew her down to her chair again. 
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" That is just it, ma pauvre petite. I did see. I saw 
his little fancy for you, too. It began the evening 
of the dragon-skin frock, and it lasted, oh — about a 
month. And you never noticed it, poor child. And 
now you are miserable about him. I am so sorry." 

There was such convincing sincerity in her every 
tone that Brigit could not even pretend to be angry. 

''You must think me very silly," she murmured. 

But the little woman shook her head, '' Non^ non, 
it is not silly to love. It is unwise, or wrong, or 
heavenly, or mad, but silly, non. And he is very 
attractive, mon komme" This tribute she added 
reluctantly, as if from a sense of fairness. "And 
many have loved him." 

Suddenly Brigit's anger flamed up. 

"And — I am so insignificant that you are not 
afraid of me," she cried. '' What if he had not got 
over it ? What if he loved me as much — mare than 
I love him ? " 

F^licit^ smiled serenely and sweetly. 

'* No, I know him. I saw it come — and go. But 
do not be angry and proud, my dear. I wish only 
to help you." 

And Brigit, touched by her kindness as well as 
terrified by her own indiscretion, sat down by her. 



CHAPTER XX 

WHEN Joyselle came in at eight o'clock he 
went straight to his room to dress. He 
was still very angry, but his anger was less poignant 
than his sense of helpless defeat. Brigit's attitude 
was absolutely incomprehensible to him, and hurt 
him in an almost unbearable degree. That she 
should defy him, grow as angry as he himself, he 
had already learned was not impossible, but the 
cruel hardness of her face as she had sent him away 
had shocked him more than anything in his whole 
experience. 

He was a shrewd man, and his love for her had 
never blinded him as to her faults; often he had 
corrected her for unfilial behaviour, for a too sharp 
word, for selfishness. But the one quality which to 
a strong and tender man is unendurable in the 
woman he loves, cruelty, he had never before realised 
in the girl, and his discovery that it lay in her to 
hurt him as she had done, had nearly broken his heart. 

For hours he had walked rapidly through the 
streets, seeing no one, avoiding being knocked down 
by a kind of sub-conscious attention and alertness 
of mind, his brain struggling desperately with its 
problem. 

In a few words, all life seemed to him to have 
reduced itself to the question, " How could she ? " 
As yet he had not got further than this, and it did 
not occur to him to wonder whether or no her mental 
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atittude was definite or only temporary. " How could 
she ? How could she so rend him ? Of what was her 
heart made that it could allow her so to wound his?" 

When he reached home the incomprehensibility of 
this problem was fast outweighing his anger, and 
F^licit^i who came in as he stood in the middle of 
the room brushing his hair, smiled at the misery in 
his face. 

"So she was cruel, the little one?" she asked 
gently, sitting down and folding her hands in her 
characteristic way. 

" She was — abominable ; but how did you know? " 

" I found her in tears. You must be gentle with 
her, my man." 

He stared. ''Gentle? But she is a demon when 
she is angry. Tell me to be gentle with an enraged 
lioness." 

F61icit^'s smile was good to see. " She is not an 
enraged lioness, Victor. She is — very unhappy, and 
we must help her." 

He went to the dressing-table and put down his 
brushes. " I am tired, wife," he said quietly, " let us 
talk of something else. Besides, it is nearly half- 
past eight." 

She nodded. ^ ' 

" Yes. But — Victor, you rememBer the Polish 
girl ? " ^ 

" Franska ? Yes." 

'' Well ? And the pantomimiste, and Miss Belton, 
and Lady Paula — " 

Joyselle started in the act of shaking scent on his 
handkerchief. ^* Of course I remember them. But 
what have they to do with Brigitte ? " 
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"Only this, Victor. The poor child is in love 
with you, vieax vaurien I And that is why she is so 
savage." 

She sat quite still, looking up at him with an 
indulgent smile into which the maternal element 
largely entered. He was a fatal person, this great 
fiddler of hers, but to her he was also a child to be 
cared for and a not quite normal being to whose 
absent mind much must be explained. 

Her charming face, almost old in spite of its fresh 
colour, was touched, as she watched his back, with a 
flicker of kindly mischief 

" And to think that you did not know, blind one," 
she teased. 

" It — it is your imagination," he returned with a 
slight stammer, turning and facing her. 

" No, no. Also I did not imagine that at first you 
too were a little ^prisl It was most natural, my 
dear. She is so very beautiful. I was glad when it 
passed. It was the day of the long discussion about 
the wedding — the day of the letter from your 
mother, do you remember ? When you rushed away 
like a whirlwind ? " 

" Yes — I remember." 

" Well, when you returned, you were quiet and a 
little pale, and I understood. The talk about Theo's 
wedding had put things into their right places in 
your mind, silly old child, pas? And then you 
brought her back here after the dance, and — all was 
well." 

Joyselle stood quite still. He was bitterly 
ashamed of himself for deceiving this dear good 
woman who was so innocently believing in him, but 
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he could say nothing. All was well/' she said, 
when he came home that evening after Brigit had 
come to him in the studio. Yes, but it was because 
he knew then that she loved him, because his scruples 
were for the time overwhelmed by the irresistible 
force of their passion for each other, because the glory 
of the present blinded his eyes to any visualising 
of the future. 

That love, like everything else, must go through a 
series of mathematically exact evolutions, Joyselle 
of course, in his present frame of mind, could not 
realise. To him, as to every lover, the happenings 
and exigencies of his situation seemed those of pure 
hazard, and this phase, as he listened to his wife's 
interpretation of it, appeared to him absolutely the 
result of a chance quarrel with Brigit 

" She is distressed and very tragic about it all," 
continued F^licit^. " Of course she would be tragic ; 
it is her nature. She no doubt believes that she will 
never get over it. It is a pity, isn't it ? " 

'' Ouiy (Mil." He had again turned away, and stood 
by the window polishing his nails, of which he was 
very vain, in the palm of his hand. 

" The only thing that troubles me is — Theo. It 
would break his heart, poor child. He, too," she 
added, still with her kindly cynicism, '' would think 
she will never get over it. It is thus that all lovers 
think. But — what are we to do, Victor? I have 
been thinking much about it. Shall we try separa- 
tion — from you — for her? Or would that make 
it worse? She is not patient, and she has no 
discipline or self-control. She might do something 
foolish." 
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"Why should she do something foolish, if it is 
only a — passionette ? " he asked harshly^for he did 
not enjoy his wife's hypothesis. 

** It is not the greatest loves that are the most 
desperate, my dear. But we must go down. Be 
kind to her. Remember that she is young, and that 
her imagination has made a king of you." 

Joyselle frowned ferociously as he followed his 
wife downstairs. He did not like being taken into 
her confidence in this way, and her calm assumption 
that he too regarded Brigit as a silly school-girl, who 
must be managed into giving up a childish fancy for 
an old man, cut him to the quick. When they 
reached his study they found Theo sitting at the 
piano playing with the parrot, while Brigit stood, 
looking like a thundercloud, at an open window. 
Joyselle started as he saw her face. Surely its 
expression must rouse even F^licit^'s slow suspicion I 

And never, for his sins, he told himself grimly, 
had she been more beautiful. Her storm of tears 
had left her eyes unswoUen but shadowy and un- 
usually melting, while her face, as white as paper, 
was the face of one who had been face to face with a 
horrible death. 

"I beg your pardon for having been — rude," she 
said to him, sulkily, holding out her hand, which was 
as cold as ice. 

" But it is I," he murmured, touching his lips to 
her fingers and feeling her quiver as he did so. " It 
is that we both have what you English call bad 
tempers, /a J? 

" You must have been very bad this time, papa," 
commented Theo, closing the cage door on Le Con- 
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qu^rant and joining them. '' Brigit is very angry. 
Look at her ! " 

"I am not angry, Theo. But-— quarrelling is 
disgusting." 

Why she had stayed the girl hardly knew. She 
had not forgiven Joyselle and her apology was a 
mere concession to the feelings of F^licit^ and Theo. 

Joyselle had hurt her, but her treatment of him had 
so wounded herself that she could not forgive him. 
All of which is quite illogical and quite feminine. 

" I will go away — anywhere — to-morrow," she told 
herself as she ate her supper. ** Theo will not know 
why, and F^licit^ will not tell. This sort of thing 
cannot go on. This is the fifth row in the last 
month. We are both too pig-headed. It's no use 
trying to keep the peace. I suppose if I were his 
mistress he would be easier to manage^-or I should. 
The truth is, we are both struggling for supremacy 
and we can neither of us drive the other." 

Joyselle, with a great effort, chattered gaily 
throughout the meal. His thoughts, too, were in a 
turmoil, for he knew that her apology had been 
offered merely on Theo's account, and he also knew 
that something was going to happen. 

F61icit^, sincerely sorry for Brigit and anxious 
anent Theo, talked more than usual, so that the 
uncongenial gathering was more voluble and noisy 
than usual. 

At its close F61icit6 called her son to her room 
under some pretext or other, and Joyselle and Brigit 
went alone to his study. He closed the door very 
quietly, and then turning to her, caught her hands, 
threateningly. 
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" What are you going to do ? " he asked. 

" Do ? " She raised her eyebrows. '* I am going, 
of course." 

"Where?" 

She smiled. ** Sais pas. Let go my hands, please, 
you hurt me — Beau-papa ! " 

He flung away from her and stood by the window, 
staring with blinded eyes into the street 

"This is really no good, you know," she went on in 
a conversational tone, *^ we quarrel and squabble and 
are no earthly use to each other — the whole position 
is bad. I think I will tell Theo, and go." 

He did not answer, and after a pause she added, 
" Or marry him by special license the day after 
to-morrow, and make him take me — somewhere — for 
a few months." 

" A — ah ! " She smiled at his groan. 

" You and I have made fools of ourselves, haven't 
we ? But it was natural. I am very beautiful and 
you are a very great genius, so — " 

Maddened at her tone of indifferent justice, he 
turned, his face drawn with pain. 

"So it was natural? A childish fancy on your 
part, a senile one on mine ? A thing to — laugh at 
already! Oh, how can you torture me like this? 
You— -you — " 

" Devil ? Or demon ? " Her voice was mocking, 
but her lips had paled, and she gasped a little as if 
breathless. 

" Let's not be melodramatic, please. Call it what 
you like. I was at least perfectly sincere." 

" You were sincere — " 

"Yes. Listen." Advancing swiftly to where he 
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stood, she had the amazing courage to give a little 
laugh. Then she laid her hand on his shoulder. 
'' Seriously, let's be good friends and forget all — the 
rest. I have been a fool, but you have not, for after 
all I am fairly attractive, and you are not the first I 
So let's make a bargain : I will never again attract 
you ; you will never again play at me. And then 
things will be quite comfy. Shall we ? I have been 
an awful pig to Theo, who is a darling, and from now 
on I shall try to make up to him." 

He shrunk back from her. 

" What are you ? " he whispered painfully, " what 
are you made of? And do you want to make me 
hate my 6wn son ? " 

'* Eh bien, are things all right ? " 

Madame Joyselle had come in, foUorwed by Theo. 
Joyselle, standing in the shadow, did not answer, 
but Brigit laughed gaily, and her gaiety was 
unfeigned, for she had assured herself, by watching 
him under torture, of the strength of Joyselle's love 
for her. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE next morning at half-past six Madame 
Joyselle, creeping quietly downstairs^ was to 
her amazement overtaken by Brigit. 

*' I have not slept " the girl explained, " and am 
going for a walk. I have promised to take Tommy 
to see Peter Pan this afternoon and must feel better 
when I do." 

'* I am sorry you did not sleep. I am going 
marketing — and to Mass." 

They opened the door and went out into the fresh 
morning air. Golden Square was asleep as yet, and 
the well-kept grass in the garden looked pleasantly 
fresh behind the brown railings. 

"Come with me — it will do you good," said the 
older woman, suddenly, " and it will amuse you to 
see France in this old dark London of ours." 

She carried a large basket, and looked in her trim 
dark dress and bonnet so exactly what she was, that 
it occurred to Brigit, by force of contrast, how remark- 
ably few people nowadays do look what they are. 

" I will come with pleasure," she said gently, as 
they turned to the left " Where do you go first ? " 

" To Notre Dame de France in Leicester Street. 
There's a Low Mass at seven. Then I must go to 
the butcher in Pulteney Street, and to the fie de 
Java for coffee. Toinon," she continued, reflecting, 
pausing to give a penny to a beggar, " is a very good 
girl, but she cannot buy. She simply takes what 
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they offer her» and no shopkeeper can stand that, of 



course." 



Leicester Street is but a ten minutes' walk from 
Golden Square, and Brigit felt as she walked that 
the world was meant for better things than tragedy 
after all. 

Her torture of Joyselle the evening before had 
been infinitely cruel, and yet her love for him had 
grown as she tortured him. She was as yet quite 
unused to the dominion of her own emotions, and 
they, being so much stronger than her self-control, had 
carried her away with them. It had been a kind of 
mental fakirism, and as fakirs smile as they bum 
and cut themselves, so she had been able to smile as 
she burnt and cut at her own heart in Joyselle. Yet 
she was not an altogether cruel woman. 

And this quiet walk with the homely, good, little 
F61icit^ tranquillised and steadied her maddened 
nerves and brought reason to her mind. 

F61icit^ left her basket in the vestibule of the 
church, and going in, dipped her fingers into the holy- 
water fountain and held her hand out to Brigit. 

Unconsciously the girl touched it, and then, as the 
other woman turned and knelt at one of the worn 
praying-desks, Brl|^it hastily touched her own fore- 
head and breast. 

The drop of water stayed for some seconds on her 
forehead, and in its coolness seemed to bum her. 

After a short pause she walked down the aisle and 
sat down in the second row of seats. 

The priest came out as she took her place, and the 
Mass began. 

Its very silence was restful to the girl, and as she 
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watched, the sleep that had reftised to come to her 
all through the night, touched her eyelids and they 
closed wearily. 

When she opened them it was as if a cool hand 
had been laid on her aching heart. Here was 
peace. 

The Good Shepherd in the round window seemed 
to mean much as he looked down at her, and even 
the statue of the Mother and Child in the altar to 
her right looked beautiful to her. '* Salve Regina, 
Mater Misericordix," she read. 

To the right of the main altar a group of tiny 
votive candles were burning ; an old nun in a kind 
of white sun-bonnet, draped with a black gauze veil, 
dropped her rosary with a little clatter to the wooden 
floor. 

There were only a dozen or so people in the 
church, but this made no diflference. The priest 
would not feel slighted, as an Anglican curate 
might He had a serious, ascetic face, and seemed 
not to know that any was present beside his God and 
himself. 

" I am a brute,'* Brigit told herself, " a perfect fiend 
to torture him so. Why cannot we be good to each 
other ? and how will it all end ? I will be good to 
him in the future." 

Then she shivered, for she was not a child and 
realised perfectly that her " being good " to Joyselle 
was by no means altogether safe. 

" It is playing with fire," she thought " That is 
one reason why I am so horrid, perhaps." 

The priest had gone, and the little congregation, 
with last genuflections, were hurrying out of the 
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church. Busy people, these; workers who, before 
their day's labour begins, have always time to say 
Bonjaur to their God. 

''A beautiful church, hein?'* asked F^licit6, as 
they came out of the church. ''You liked it, my 
daughter ? " 

" Yes. I liked it. Where do we go now, pititi 
mire?'' 

More than one passer-by turned to stare at the 
beautiful girl with the weary eyes and her humble 
companion as they made their way towards Rupert 
Street. With the violently sudden change of mood 
that was part of her character, Brigit's spirits had 
gone up. She would be kind to Joyselle ; that would 
be being kind to herself, and therefore she would be 
happy. In an hour they would be at home and she 
would see him. A great longing to feel his strong 
arms round her came to her, and her face flushed as 
she decided to go to him frankly and ask to be taken 
back. 

" It is a beautiful day," she said softly. 

F61icit6 smiled up at her. '' Yes. And it is good 
to begin a day by going to Mass. It clears one's 
mind of yesterday, and to-day is— ours, Brigitte." 

For all her native shrewdness, it would not at all 
have surprised F^licit^ if Brigit had suddenly become 
divoUy and even now as she watched the girl's 
radiant face, it seemed to the Norman that the Mass 
had helped even more than she had ventured to hope. 
'' She is going to try to fight it down," she thought 
gratefully, " and that is all that is necessary." 

M. Bourbon, charcutier, in Rupert Street, has a 
beautiful shop full of wonderful things. Fdicit^ 



2i6 ^ THE HALO 

bought a poand of galantine de volaille truff!£e, for 
which she paid two-and-six, and for which in 
Piccadilly she would have paid five shillings; she 
bought half a pound of jellied eel ; she bought Pont 
r£v£que cheese; flat little Parisian sausages; she 
bought a glass jar of preserved pears, brown with 
cinnamon. 

Then they made their way to the lie de Java, where 
they acquired a lai^e tin of cofiee, on to the Boucherie 
Fran^aise, where F^licit6 had a long discussion with 
M. Perigot luumimey whom she insisted on seeing, 
to the disgust of the young man in attendance, who 
wished to look at Brigit, and whom fate assigned to 
an ancient dame from Brewer Street. 

There were other errands to be done, but at last 
they reached home, and in the passage F61icit6 
paused and set down the basket. 

^You will find my husband in his study," she 
said, looking earnestly at Brigit. " Go to him, my 
dear, and be happy. Remember, he is nearly an old 
man, and loves you like his daughter. And remem- 
ber, also, that because it is not fitting in any way, your 
love for him will change sooner or later, and become 
that of a daughter for her father. So don't worry." 

Brigit stood looking after her for a moment, and 
then went slowly upstairs. Joyselle, in the crimson- 
velvet garment, was writing a letter as she entered ; 
he looked ill and miserably unhappy. 

" Victor," she began without preamble, laying her 
arm across his shoulders and pressing her cheek to 
his hair. " Will you forgive me ? I — I love you." 

Then she broke down and cried in an old-fashioned 
and weakly feminine way that she could not combat 
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although she quite realised its absolute inappropriate- 
ness to her character. 

"How could you?" he whispered, holding her 
close with the greatest tenderness, the torturing 
formula of yesterday coming to his lips. "How 
could you ? " 

His eyes, too, were wet, but her breakdown had 
given him his strength back. " I thought you did 
not care." 

" Not care ! " 

" But you said so," he persisted, manlike. 

" Victor — you don't know how much I love you, 
and I don't know how I can be such a brute as I am. 
But — it hurts me the worst. It — it kills me. Say you 
forgive me." 

" Dear child — ^I forget," he answered, as gently as 
a father. And F61icit6 on her way upstairs heard 
him through the half-open door, and smiled. 



PART III 

CHAPTER I 

MADAME BATHILDE CHALUMEAU, her 
black cotton frock tucked up round her 
plump figure over her scarlet-flannel petticoat, was 
dusting the windows of her shop in the Rue Dessous 
I'Arche. 

It was only six o'clock and the air as yet was 
cool, but the trees leaning over the wall of Avocat 
Millot's garden opposite were grey with dust and 
parched with the heat of an exceptionally warm 
September. 

Madame Chalumeau, who was standing on a 
chair energetically flopping her feather-brush over 
the panes of her double shop-front, sighed as she 
looked up at the brilliant sky. " It is to be a heat of 
the devil," she thought. 

Next door to her, chez Bouillard, nothing was 
stirring. Poor D6sir6 being a widower was apt to 
oversleep himself, and it was bad for his trade. 
Even now a small child in a black smock stood at 
his door, waiting to fill his carafe with the black wine 
that had stained its sides to such a beautiful violet 
hue. 

" Bonjour^ Christophe — " 

^^ Bonjour, Madame." 

" You want wine ? " 

" Oui, Madame." 
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" Then wait a moment and I will get it for thee.** 

Good Madame Chalameau climbed down from 
her chair with a generous display of fat, black woollen 
legs and unpinned her skirt. 

** Bon I M. Bonillard sleeps the fat morning, but 
I can get in, and you will get a beating if you keep 
your excellent father waiting — " 

Taking the carafe, she passed under the archway 
that separated her house from her neighbour's, and, 
her broad figure actually touching the wall on either 
side, went to Bouillard's side-door and entered the 
house. 

When she came out, the carafe full, Bouillard him- 
self, fat and rosy with sleep, was standing in his shop- 
door. " Madame Bathilde, good-day to you ! So 
you have again saved me from a commercial loss I " 
D^sir^ Bouillard had a witty way with him, his far 
shrewder neighbour thought — had thought for years. 

And then, quite without consciousness or amuse- 
ment, they enacted the little comedy that had been 
played by them every morning since poor Madame 
Bouillard died. 

" And your morning coffee, M. Bouillard ? " 

** Tiens^ mon cafi I Hilas non, Madame Bathilde, 
I am but this moment awake — what time is it ? " 

Just inside the door of Madame Chalumeau's shop, 
Au GoAt Parisien^ hung a clock. 

" It is ten minutes to seven." 

" Eh bien^ au revoir, Madame Bathilde — I must go 
and set things going in my small household. Alas, 
poor Jos6phine ! " 

Madame Chalumeau shook her head with great 
gravity. 
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" A great loss, M. Bouillard ; an irreparable loss. 
But — my coffee is nearly ready. Will you not let 
me give you a cup ? There are also an Auvergnat " 
(a double twist of well-made bread) " and a Bourdon 
sent me by my cousin, Madame Decomplet of the 
Rue d'Argentin— " 

And ten minutes later the two gossips, as the 
pleasant old phrase runs, were seated in Madame 
Chalumeau's little sitting-room behind her shop, 
breakfasting together. 

Monsieur Bouillard's Josephine had been dead for 
seven long years, and in her life she had tormented 
the good man full sore ; even as the Church invariably 
defers canonisation until long after the death of the 
saint, so D6sir6's appreciation of his wife's splendour 
of character was a post-mortem tribute to be accepted 
without a murmur by all the faithful. 

''I recall to myself every morning, Madame 
Bathilde," he began, removing a large blob of honey 
from the dimple in his pink chin, ''how that angel 
used to arise and prepare herself for her day's 
work. And of an economy! Charcoal did for 
her four times what it will for me. And times are 
hard I " 

Bathilde sighed sympathetically. ** My faith, yes ; 
she was a wonderful manager, pauvre ange^ The 
milk is at your elbow, M. D6sir6 — " 

Outside in her tiny garden a bee boomed somno- 
lently among the red and yellow flowers, and some- 
where near at hand a church bell jerked its unmusical 
summons to prayer. 

Madame Chalumeau's face, glossy and red-and- 
white like a Norman apple, wore an expression of 
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anxious expectation. Moreover, she had put on a 
narrow lace collar and pinned it with a coral brooch. 
It was the fifth of the month. 

M. D^sir6 ate his way through the generously-laid 
meal with comfort and deliberation, his small blue 
eyes, deeply embedded in pink flesh, twinkling with 
ease. 

As the clock struck half-past seven he laid his knife 
down and wiped his beardless mouth. 

*' Bathilde," he said, " you are very kind to a poor 
afflicted mourner." 

" Ah— D6sir^ ! " 

She was a woman of much sense, and she did not 
try to be coy. 

" My heart, as you know, lies in the grave with my 
poor Josephine — " 

" But of course, my dear friend — " 

" But — man is not fit to live all alone. And I am 
convinced that if I could ask her, that angel would — " 
he paused and looked approvingly round the tidy, 
comfortable little room. 

" Yes—D6sir6 ? She would—? " 

'' I think she would — wish me to do the best I can 
for myself. And that of course — I mean to say I 
imagine — " 

Poor Bathilde's hopes died suddenly. 

" She was always so generous-minded," she mur- 
mured, folding her plump hands. 

He rose and walked to the shop door. 

" Anything new to show me, cMre Madame Chalu- 
meau ? " he asked briskly. 

" Yes ; some coloured table-cloths, very pretty, at 
one franc seventy-five — and — some other things. 
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But, D^sir6, you were saying about living alone — 
that you thought Josephine would be glad — " 

** I did not say she would be glad, Madame Chalu- 
meau. My wife was never giad about anything. I 
said — in fact, I may as well be quite frank," he con- 
tinued, turning to her, " I am a lonely man, and I am 
— greatly attracted to you, dear friend. But as I 
have told you before, I — I cannot quite make up my 
mind as to whether I should be happier if I married 
you." 

" I could make you very comfortable, D6sir6, and 
I too am lonely. Besides, your accounts are very 
confused, and I could save you much money in that 
way." 

A shrewd woman, this, but greatly mistaken in her 
methods. A useless, lazy, coquettish woman would 
have married the man years before, but poor 
Bathilde's very frankness was her undoing. 

" Yes, yes," he returned impatiently, " I know all 
that, and my affection for you is great. But as to 
marriage — I cannot yet make up my mind. And in 
the meantime I must leave you, dear friend, for it 
is late. A thousand thanks for the delicious break- 
fast — " and he was gone. 



CHAPTER II 

THE tragedy of M. Bouillard's indecision was 
very real to Madame Chalumeau, but it was 
also one to which the good woman was thoroughly 
accustomed. For over three years M. Bouillard had 
twice yearly, on the fifth of March and the fifth of 
September, tried to bring himself to make up his 
mind, but he had always failed, and after his attempts 
things had continued as before. 

Every morning he breakfasted with her, every 
Sunday and Feast-day he accompanied her to Mass, 
and occasionally he took her to drink a glass of 
Hydromel at the Caf^ du Mus^e. He was a prosper- 
ous man in a small way, and considered attractive by 
the widows and elderly maidens of Falaise, but no 
one dreamed of disputing Madame Chalumeau's 
sway over his heart. In time, Falaise thought, the 
two excellent people would become one. But time 
is long. 

So Bathilde, that fifth of September, felt a little 
sad as she worked in her neat little shop. And so it 
is that Love is a troublesome little vagabond, who 
ought to have his wings clipped and his bow broken. 

There were few customers, for although her wools 
and silks were of excellent quality, and her baby- 
linen most practical, the Rue Dessous T Arche is after 
all not the Rue d'Argentin. A little girl with a 
bandage round her face came and bought six needles, 

and a Young Person, whom Madame Chalumeau did 
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not approve, spent several moments selecting a pair 
of red stockings. Otherwise the shopkeeper's soli- 
tude remained undisturbed until towards noon, when 
the door opened and a short, brown-faced man, 
carrying a long whip, came in with a good deal of 
noise, and waked her as she dozed over her knitting. 

" Bonjour, Thildette ! Frightened you, did I ? " 

'' Oh, Colibris, it is you ! And what brings you ? 
You will breakfast with me ? But I am glad to see 
you, dear brother ? How is Marie ? " 

"TA, tA, tJi, tJi!" laughed M. Colibris, who 
looked like nothing in the world less than he looked 
like a humming-bird, "so many questions, my 
excellent Thildette ! Yes, I will breakfast — a cheese 
omelet, my dear, and a glass of cider — and Marie is 
as well as one could expect Ah these children, these 
children. It is a boy, of course. A boy with fists as 
big as his head." 

Madame Chalumeau had risen, and had led her 
guest through the sitting-room into her immaculate 
kitchen. 

"And you have seen papa and maman?" she 
asked. 

" Yes, I come from there. Papa is much pleased 
that it is a boy. His eleventh great-grandson. One 
would think," continued the good man, garrulously, 
" that it was his own son. Maman is looking much 
better, /oj?" 

" Mama is quite wonderful. But amazing ! And 
the preparations are something splendid. I suppose 
this new boy will contribute his share to the wedding- 
ring for maman ? " 

" But certainly. It is lucky there are no more of 
p 
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ns men to contribute, or we should have had to have 
the ring stndded with diamonds. A fine sight it 
will be, Bathilde. Think of papa and mama married 
at St Gervais by the same cur^ that married them 
fifty years ago 1 And twenty grand-children, to say 
nothing of their seven children, and counting this boy 
of my Marie's, sixteen great-grandchildren. Falaise 
has certainly mach to be proad of." 

Madame Cbalumeau flopped her omelet again, 
slid it to a platter and set a carafe of cider on the 
Uble. 

" Lk I Now eat, Colibris, and tell me more. How 
is Louis? And Henriette?" 

" All well, all well," returned her brother-in-law, 
who was apparently full of the quality, the name of 
which is so often abused by English people,^i»ir-db- 
vivre. " Henriette has new upper teeth, and looks ten 
years younger. Louis is as usual very silent, but 
otherwise is well. I am curious to see Victor. It 
was a misfortune, my being away when he was here 
last. He must have been greatly disappointed. He 
has always been very fond of me, you will remember. 
Even as boys we bad much in common." 

Madame Chalumeau's eyes twinkled as she nodded. 
Colibris' harmless vanity always amused her, 

" Yes, yes, I know. He inquired very particularly 
for you. A great man, Victor." 

" Yes, yes. I remember once when we were boys 
a man came who felt the skull and read the character. 
He said to Victor, 'You have great talent, my little 
one,' and to me he said, * You are going to be a very 
great man, Colibris.' But I did not care to develop 
my talents. I was always very modest and domestic. 
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The cur£ at home always says ' Now Jacques Colibris, 
therms a man who is a model husband and father,' " 
He drank a deep draught of cider. 

"They arrive to-morrow," interpolated Madame 
Chalumeau, hastily, with a hunted expression," Victor 
and F£licit£ and Theodore. Also ^hso'ifianUe, an 
English girl. I have a letter from Victor — t will read 
it to you." 

Taking the letter from her pocket and ruthlessly 
interrupting his remarks oo the English, as viewed by 
himself, she began to read : — 

« My Dear Sister,— On Tuesday we shall arrive 
I, my wife, our boy andhis^»c/«, Lady Brigit Mead. 
She is a very beautiful and charming young lady.aod 
I am sure you will all admire her. F^liciti, who is 
very wise, fears that she. Lady Brigit, may not care 
for Falaise, for she is, my dear sister, the daughter of a 
Count. But I, who am even wiser, know that she will. 
Dear Falaise, to me always the most beautiful town 
in the world, who could help loving thee I Now, my 
good Bathilde, I wish you to go to Berton of the 
Chevreuil d'Or and engage rooms for Lady Brigit. 
Two rooms, one without a bed, for a salon. Tell him 
they must be very nice, and you, I know, will see that 
they are clean. We, of coarse, will lodge in the Rue 
Victor Hugo with the old people. My affectionate 
salutations to you all, my dear sister, from your de- 
voted brother, VICTOR." 

" He is a charming personality, isn't be, Colibris ? " 
asked Madame Chalumeau, folding the letter and 
beaming with satisfaction. " I am curious to see this 
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lady. The daughter of a Coant, ficAtre t And 
very beautiful. That must please Victor, he has an 
eye for beauty." 

" Yes, yes," returned Jacques CoHbris, absently, fill- 
his glass with cider, " it is an excellent thing. I too 
have it, the eye for beauty. Only the other day, 
looking at the new blue wash I have put on the walls, 
old Madame Thibaut was saying — " 

" What an eye for beauty you have," cut short 
Madame Chalumeau, ruthlessly. " Well, Jacques, I 
must now make myself presentable and go to the 
Rue d'Argentin. Berton will no doubt be very proud 
to have a lahdy in his inn — although many English 
people stop there. It is curious," she added, putting 
her plate on bis and carrying them to a distant table, 
" what an interest ^es Anglais take in le Conqu^rant. 
As an enemy, one who conquered their country, one 
woald think they would dislike his memory, but they 
do not. Very generous of them, I always think." 



CHAPTER III 

TOYSELLE'S party arrived at Falaise the next 
I evening, and leaving Brigit at the inn in the Rue 
d'Argentin, the others drove on to old M. Joyselle's 
house in the Rue Victor Hugo. 

Brigit was very tired and glad to rest, for the day's 
journey had been long, and Joyselle's interest in her 
interest in his country had taken the form of a rest- 
less desire to have her see everything possible 
from both sides of the compartment. For hours, 
therefore, she had been springing from one window 
to another, admiring everything to which he pointed, 
in a mad attempt to satisfy his pride in tci-bas. 

Her coming at all had been entirely his idea, and 
her faint refusals he had laughed to scorn, easily 
enlisting Theo, and, with a trifle more difficulty, his 
wife, to his cause. 

"Of course you will go with us," he had cried, 
beaming with joy and tossing Papillon nearly to the 
ceiling as some outlet for his feelings, " and it will be 
glorious, and think of the ecstasy of my old people 
and the rest ! " 

" Remember, Victor — they are simple people," 
F^licit6 had ventured, but he had laughed again. 

" And so is she ! They are peasants, and she is a 

great lady, ^a se comprend. But extremes meet, 

and Brigit has none of the British middle-class 

snobbism. It is well that she should see the people 

from whom we come. She shall go with us." 
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And she had come. 

Things had gone very well of late, and as she lay 
on her narrow bed, resting and waiting for Theo to 
fetch her, she reviewed the events that had occurred 
since her great quarrel with Victor, and drew a deep 
breath of satisfaction at the state of affairs. 

She and Joyselle, both of them remembering the 
horror of the quarrel, had been exceptionally gentle 
to each other, and as so often happens when a 
situation is apparently unbearable, it had suddenly 
become quite smooth and pleasant. Restraining 
himself from demonstrativeness Joyselle had been 
able to keep his emotions well in hand, and the 
tacit avoidance of tites-drtite had also proved most 
helpful. 

F61icit6's innocent interpretation of their feelings 
had gone far, too, towards quieting those feelings 
almost to her conception of them. There were 
times, Brigit had seen, not without amusement, when 
Victor had nearly felt for her the paternal solicitude 
his wife believed him to feel, and even though she 
smiled at this susceptibility to impression in him, 
the girl more than once caught herself semi-uncon- 
sciously playing the rdle of youthful hero-worshipper 
cast for her by the older woman. 

The position should have been untenable, but it 
was not As yet no remorse had come to Brigit 
regarding F61icit^, although she frequently experi- 
enced a pang of self-loathing on meeting Theo's 
honest and trusting eyes. Her upbringing had been 
such that she really believed herself to be as yet 
quite guiltless of anything more than an almost in- 
evitable deceit, and even when she did regret the 
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deceit, the thought that she was going to marry 
Theo gave her instant comfort, as though she were 
contemplating some noble act of atonement. 

"Victor is very good now," she thought, turning 
her flat, hard pillow, " and I am much less nervous 
and irritable. Things always do straighten them- 
selves out, I suppose — for those who know how to 
wait. Mere waiting does no good, it's the knowing 
how that counts. And I think we are learning now. 
If only Theo would fall in love with someone else. 
The minute he becomes unhappy or even impatient 
Victor will grow paternal, and that is horrible. Theo 
seems happy enough now — " 

Her room was small and high, with orange-coloured 
stencillings on a grey ground, and thin, dangerously 
movable strips of carpet on the slippery floor. The 
curtains were of blue flannel and thoroughly un- 
beautiful. 

The sitting-room was exactly like the bedroom 
except that its stencilling was bright green and that 
it had no bed. There was in each room a big bunch 
of dahlias of goi^eous hues— offerings from Madame 
Chalumeau. 

Yellow Dog Papillon, who had been left with 
Brigit to keep her company, lay on one of the rugs 
and snapped rudely at flies. It was very warm, 
and the tea had proved quite undrinkable. Brigit 
thought that she did not greatly care for the Chev- 
reuil d'Or. Then eight o'clock struck and she rose 
and rang for hot water. The '* maid," who was in- 
cidentally a grandmother, wore a blue skirt and a 
red blouse and smiled cheerfully and toothlessly. 

'' Yes, yes, mademoiselle, de teau chaude. I have 
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brought it! Je connais ma clientele^ mot." With a 
proud smile she set down a jug about as large as a 
milk-jug for two coffee-drinkers, and withdrew. 

Smiling to herself, Brigit dressed and then went 
into her sitting-room, and opening a window looked 
down into the street. 

It is a most important thoroughfare, this Rue 
d'Argentin; the Rue de la Paix de Falaise. 

Leaning out the window and looking to her- left, 
Brigit beheld the Place St Gervais, with its fountain, 
its market-place, now of course empty, and its church 
steps, on which beggars sleep by day. Opposite 
her was a cafi^ at present enlivened by the dashing 
presence of two foot-soldiers and an old man play- 
ing dominoes with himself. 

Above the houses the sky was pale and clear, and 
from a garden off to the right at the end of the 
street came a cooing of wood-pigeons. 

Two little boys in black blouses came running up 
the street, their sabots clacking against the rough 
cobbles. Someone was playing a mandoline, and at 
the foot of the street, near the bridge, a girl in a pink 
apron was flirting with a youth with curly red hair. 

People stood by their shop doors, the men smoking 
small clay pipes, the women usually with a child or 
two at their skirts. A quiet scene, dull and homely, 
this birth-place of the Conqueror, and at this humble 
end of the great street rather pathetic in its aspect of 
simple relaxation. 

Suddenly a little ripple of excited interest touched 
the groups in the street The two soldiers rose and 
stared hard to their left ; M. Perret of the Pharmacie 
Normale came out at a quick call from his wife and 
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stood, pestle in hand, as she struggled with a madden- 
ing knot in the strings of her black apron. 

Brigit, leaning out still further, laughed aloud. 

" Victor," she said under her breath. " Oh, look at 
him J You old sabreur." 

Joyselle, a great purple flower in his coat, came 
swinging down the street, bowing right and left, his 
grey felt hat in his gloved hand. He looked amazingly 
young and amazingly handsome, and there was no mis- 
taking the fact that great man though he undoubtedly 
was, he was hugely enjoying the homage of his towns- 
people. 

When he reached the Fharmacie Normale he paused, 
and shaking hands politely with Madame Ferret, he 
met M. Ferret with open arms, and the little apothe- 
cary bounding at him, was caught and kissed on 
either cheek. 

" Ce cker Anatole," Brigit heard him exclaim, " and 
how art thou, old one ? " 

Ferret, greatly delighted, skipped about in rapture, 
inquiring in a high piping voice for F^licit^ and the 
boy, and asking many questions, for which he waited 
for no answer. 

Then there was a lady from the shop, Au Bonheur 
des chers Petits, to, be greeted very cordially, and the 
old domino-player, who, Brigit learned, was a cousiiL 

There was something very charming in the sim- 
plicity of Joyselle's pleasure in seeing his boyhood's 
friends, and something almost ludicrous in his 
perfectly obvious joy in their homage. 

Looking down at him in his oft-interrupted progress, 
Brigit told herself that things must turn out all right. 
" He is so good-natured and generous and strong," 
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she reflected, with glad shifting of all responsibility, 
" he will surely find some way out" 

When at last she heard his light, regular footfall 
coming down the passage she rose and went to meet 
hioL 

'^ So the Conquering Hero has come," she teased. 
'' I have been watching your advance down the street 
Such a strut I " 

"Did I strut? I daresay. They are my own 
people and I love their affection. Also, as you say, 
it pleases my vanity. Hilas^ my dear, I am very 
vain." 

She put on her hat and took up her gloves. 

'' I thought Theo was coming for me, Glorieux." 

His face changed. '' No, my dear love. It is my 
town this. Here I was bom, here I lived as a child. 
I must show it to you." 

Taking her hand he laid it on his arm with a gentle 
little pat and led her proudly downstairs. 



CHAPTER IV 

OPPOSITE No. 6 Rue Victor Hugo is a long 
black wall, and in the middle of this wall an 
old-fashioned gas lantern was glowing red when 
Joyselle and Brigit arrived. 

The moon 'had risen, and mingling with the red of 
the gas made that part of the narrow street almost 
as light as if it had been high noon. 

** There is the house, ma Brigitte," murmured 
Joyselle, pressing her hand close to his side. When 
she had left the inn arm-in-arm with him, she had felt 
as though they must look perilously like a German 
bride and groom, but there was in bis old-fashioned 
bearing as he guided her through the streets a kind 
of chivalrous courtesy that she liked, and she began 
to feel like a princess being presented to his people 
by her lord. 

** There is their house. I gave it to them twenty- 
five years ago. It is their palace, their country-place, 
their world, to my old people." 

Through a half-door in the opposite wall the girl 
could just catch a glimpse of the left side of the house. 
It was hung with trumpet flowers. 

Beyond, a clearly defined square of moonlight 
showed her a smooth patch of lawn, beyond which 
the side of a creeper-clad arbour blocked the view. 

" The dinner is to be in the garden ; they are to 

sit in the arbour, and there will be many narrow 

tables all over the lawn, which is rather large behind 
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the house. They are very much interested in it ; all 
of us will be there, and our children, and — theirs. I 
am old, ma Brigitte — " 

His voice fell sadly as this idea occurred to him, 
and she pressed his arm and smiled up at him, her 
face ruddy in the gaslight 

" You are young, my man ; you will never grow 
old. And you will play at the dinner? And you 
will play to me? I always know when you play 
to me." 

'' Yes, for it is always. You are good to me now, 
bten-ainUey 

His gentleness was wonderfully appealing, as it 
always was to her. The long respite from nerve- 
racking misunderstandings had allowed her to see 
more clearly the real beauty of his faulty character, 
and a wave of compunction came over her as she 
thought how little she, with her bad qualities of 
jealousy, selfishness and cruelty, deserved this beauti- 
ful love. 

For she fully understood that only a deep, real 
love could so vanquish the lower part of his nature as 
to let the nobler triumph as it had of late. 

" I adore you, my great man," she said, very low, 
and their eyes met. 

Then they crossed the street and he, leaning over 
the closed half of the door in the wall, opened it and 
they went in. 

It was nine o'clock, and the old people had had 
their supper. Brigit who had, thinking of their 
great age, rather expected to find them more or less 
mummy-like, sitting in comfortable chairs tended by 
a middle-aged relation, was somewhat amused to 
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find them squabbling fiercely over a game of 
dominoes, each with a glass of cider at hand. 

" Mon ph-e — la void" announced Joyselle, with a 
kind of simple pomposity eminently fitted to the 
occasion. 

Old Joyselle finished his act of adding a domino 
to the long line before him and then looked up. He 
was a rather small, bent old man, with quantities of 
rough, curly grey hair and a petulant expression. 

" Ugh 1 " he said rudely. 

" Shake hands with him, Brigit," suggested Victor, 
pulling his moustache to suppress a smile. Brigit 
held out her hand. 

" I am very glad to meet you," she said in French, 

The old man stared. Then be smiled, showing 
one snow-white tooth. " Tu paries" he murmured. 
Then he went back to his game. 

The old woman, more polite, had risen, and was 
waiting her turn. She was very tall and had a heavy 
moustache. 

"They told me you were beautiful," she began 
courteously, whereupon the old man interrupted, 
repeating her words but, by a change in emphasis, 
casting derisive doubts on whoever "they" might 
be. " They told me you were beautiful" 

Brigit burst out laughing, and leaning forward 
smiled at the speaker. 

"Well — am I not beautiful?" she asked with an 
infectious chuckle of sincere amusement. 

But old Joyselle was a man of character, apparently, 
and not to be beguiled. 

"BelU? Nan.non. Pas ^. Mais — WcXot, petit, 
surely you can't be going to marry a real lady?" 
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Joyselle flushed, and she knew his flush had to do 
only with his father's lapse of memory, not his 
reference to her ladyhood. 

" Not I, man pire. I married F61icit6, you know. 
It is our boy who is going to marry this — ugly 
lady." 

His father shook his head. ** Not ugly, monfils** 
he declared solemnly, " not ugly. Only /AiiVi." 

This time Brigit did not laugh. Something in the 
old man's half-vacant face touched her. He was 
Victor's father, he had held, as a little baby, the man 
she loved ; he had worked for him and helped to 
make him what he was. Laying her hand on his, 
she smiled down at him. 

"You are quite right," she said gently, "only 
plain. Will you show me how to play dominoes ? " 

"He can't," retorted Madame Joyselle, eagerly, 
" he has forgotten, and, besides, he cheats." 

Joyselle walked to the window, his shoulders 
shaking, and before the old man could retort, Theo 
came into the room carrying a lacquered tin tray 
with a jug of cider and some glasses on it. 

"Ah, you have come? Grand-pire^ grand-mire^ 
what do you think of myfiancieV^ 

But Brigit drew him away and sat down on the 
ingeniously uncomfortable sofa with him. 

"Fighting again, are they? Poor old dears, it 
really is quite dreadful. You see, grandfather used 
to be a fearful tyrant, though he is so little, and 
grandmother was deathly afraid of him until his 
health began to fail. So now she is getting even 
with him. They adore each other, however. Isn't 
the house quaint ? Have you seen the garden ? " 
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She shook her head. ** No, show it to me." 

Leaving the room they crossed the oil-clothed 
passage and went into the dining-room, a small 
apartment enlivened by an oleograph of Leo XIII., 
and some gay chromos. 

The windows opened to the ground, and opening 
one the young people went out into the moonlight. 
Brigit was feeling very happy, and therefore very 
kind. When Theo put his arm round her and drew 
her to him she did not protest. 

" Brigitte," he whispered, " I do so love you." 

"Dear Theo—" Suddenly she remembered that 
other moonlight night, nearly a year before, when 
she had accepted him. She recalled the look of the 
beautiful old house, the sound of Tommy at the 
pianola, the splashing of the fountain, the sun-dial at 
which, in his boyish grief, he had knelt 

And she had accepted his love not because she 
loved him but because she hated her home and 
because, besides being sufficiently rich to satisfy her 
needs, he was nice and straight and kind. She had 
taken everything he had, and what had she given 
him ? Nothing. 

In the moonlight she saw as if with new eyes 
that he had changed. The young contours of his 
cheek were less round, his eyes had a deeper 
expression. He had suffered, and he had not 
complained. 

" Theo," she said suddenly, smitten with pity, ** I 
— ^have been horrid to you. I — I am so frightfully 
selfish. Will you forgive me ? " 

His eyes glistened as he looked at her. 

" Forgive you ? You angel ! " 



240 THE HALO 

" No, no. I Aave been horrid. But — I will be nicer. 
And — you are so good to me." 

He was silent for a moment, then he said slowly, 
" Brigitte — you are never horrid. But — if you do 
not — care for me at all — will you tell me now ? " 

She was abashed and then shivered. Here was 
the chance she had longed for. He would, she 
knew, give her up without a word if she asked him 
to ; and she had also learned to know that whatever 
Joyselle might have done in like case a few months 
before, he would not refuse to see her now if she 
told him that she and Theo had agreed to separate. 

Here was freedom to go her own way, unrebuked 
by her own conscience or the conscience of the man 
she loved. 

Theo had turned away and stood with folded arms, 
awaiting her answer. 

And she let her chance go by, for she could not 
bear to say the words that should hurt him, and in 
the quiet night, under the shadow of the old house, 
it seemed to her that, after all, her happiness lay in 
this boy's hands. Not the wild rapture she had 
once or twice felt with Joyselle, but the kind of 
happiness that builds homes, and — she wanted a 
home. 

Inexplicably tangled with her feelings for Theo, 
too, was that that anything binding her to him 
bound her to his father. They were more than 
father and son, these two, they belonged together. 

" I — do care for you," she said quietly. " I am not 
in love with you, but I will marry you." 

As he turned and held out his arms to her, 
Joyselle appeared at the end of the lawn. Brigit 
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did Dot see him, and going slowly to her lover 
allowed hJm to embrace her. 

" Ma Brigitte, man ange — I — how can I thank you. 
Ah, what I have felt these last five months I I have 
thought — oh, many things, of late." 

His voice shook and was good to hear in its 
sincere emotion. For the moment in her new-born 
wish to be good to htm, she felt that she had done 
the wise thing, and was happy. He was good, and 
she would marry htm and — life would go on for ever 
as it had been tJie last few weeks. 

Joyselle standing quite still in the shadow watched 
them for a moment Then he turned and went back 
into the house. 



CHAPTER V 

THE morning of the eighth of September dawned 
that year very gloriously, and Brigit Mead 
saw it dawn. Theo had begged her the evening 
before to go with him to the castle to see the sun- 
rise, and pleased by the originality of the idea, she 
had accepted. 

So while the sweet summer night still held sway 
over the pleasant Norman land, the two climbed the 
steep street leading to the gates under the ivy-grown 
bastions. 

"The canciirge always goes with visitors," the 
young man explained as they passed the little house 
and began mounting. "But father was at school 
with him, so I got a permit to go up alone." 

"Is your father all right to-day, I wonder? Or 
will he be ? " returned Brigit, thoughtfully. " I never 
knew him to have a headache before." 

" No more did I," answered Theo, running his 
words together as he did when he had been speaking 
much French. " He looked very seedy yesterday, 
but last night Tante Bathilde went in to see him 
while you and I were walking, and she said he 
was better." 

They had reached the grassy ramparts and turned 
to the right Night was now melting into day, only 
the great Tower of Talbot (who alas ! never was in 
Falaise in his life) stood out against a faintly moon- 
lit sky. And glancing over his right shoulder at 
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the mantling west, Tbeo hurried Brigit past the 
Breach of Henri IV., with its crown of lilac trees, up 
the steep causeway to the tower itself. " We must 
climb to see the sun, dearest," he said, '* let us make 
haste. I am glad to be with you while you for the 
first time see it come up over the edge." He was 
very happy and looked rather splendid in his 
triumphant youth. Brigit smiled at him. 

'' I like your town," she answered, '' and I like this 
view of it." 

Through the little dungeon they ran and up the 
narrow crumbling stairs, laughing or crying out as 
they slipped or lost their breath, racing with the sun ; 
a very remarkable thing for Brigit Mead to be 
doing, as she fully appreciated. And then, at the 
top, high in the splendid air, the town in its greenery, 
looking like half a dozen eggs in a green nest, asleep 
below them. 

And then, for the race was theirs, they watched 
the sun creep up until he set the East on fire. 

Brigit, her hat off, her eyes bravely set to the east, 
stood motionless, and Theo, after saluting the risen 
king, drew back so that he got her profile against 
the sky and watched it. 

She wore a short grey skirt and a grey silk shirt ; 
there was about her not one touch of colour except 
for a beautiful pink the unwonted climbing had 
brought to her cheeks. Theo realised how great a 
mistake most women make in obliterating by bright 
tints the natural colours of their eyes and skins. 

'* You are so wonderful," he said suddenly. 

She started, for there was in his tone something 
that vaguely disquieted her. It was like his father's 
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voice, and like his father's when he was impatient 
and superficially stirred. 

''A wonderful person, am I not?" she laughed, 
picking up her hat and putting it on, dashing a great 
cruel-looking hat-pin apparently straight through 
her brain. ** I am also a hungry person, Theo. Are 
we to have food ? I suppose no one will be awake 
for hours ! " 

It was indeed too early to hope for coffee, so they 
amused themselves by wandering up and down the 
stairs, throwing burning paper down the famous 
oubliette, and crossing perilously narrow ledges 
hand-in-hand. 

'* So William was born in this horrid little room ? 
I don't believe it!" 

" On le diU And down there — see ? by the tan- 
yards, Arlette was washing clothes when Robert the 
Devil saw her and fell in love with hen" 

'' Remarkably fine eyesight he must have had to 
see enough to fall in love with 1 " 

''Exactly. But that is the story. My mother's 
father was a tanner down there somewhere. He was 
fairly well-to-do for his position, and father was con- 
sidered most audacious for aspiring to her hand 1 " 

He laughed tenderly. ''My dear old father! I 
am so proud of him, dear love, I can't express it 
at all." 

" I know." 

" And I am proud of petite mire too. She was so 
brave and patient always, and he has led her a sad 
life at times. They were desperately poor, for her 
father left most of his money to his other daughter, 
who married Jacques Colibris. You must see my 
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Uncle Jacques, be is quite delightful — and father 
was a gambler — and so on. I can myself remember 
one morning when be came in and told her he 
bad lost two hundred pounds, and that was a fortune 
then." 

" She told me about those times/' answered Brigit, 
slowly. " She is very dear and good." 

They were now going slowly down towards the 
town. It was five o'clock, and the cancOrgis 
children were scampering about, uncombed, as they 
passed the cottage. 

"We'll go to the Mus^e and knock up old 
Malaumain," declared Theo, suddenly. " He won't 
mind, and she will give us a good d/jeuner. I could 
eat a horse." 

'* And I a carriage 1 But why go to a museum for 
breakfast ? " 

" It is a ^^— old Malaumain is a collector." 

" Of what ? " 

" Of everything. From bird's eggs to souvenirs of 
Guillaume, whom he^adores. The house is supposed 
to have been at one time lived in by the Conqueror, 
and old Malaumain has made busts of him, and 
pictures, and all kinds of things. He will talk to 
you about t Entente cordiaU and the crossing of the 
two races, and the Friendly Hand, until you muzzle 
him. He is a dear old chap, and his wife is a very 
excellent cook. I used to run away when I was a 
little kid visiting grand-mire^ and go and beg her 
for sandcakes with the Conqueror's head done on 
top in sugar 1 " 

Madame Malaumain, contrary to expectation, ap- 
peared at an upper window at the first knock, came 
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down in a neat white peignoir^ and after a quick stare 
at Theo held out her hand. 

" Cest le petit JoyselU** she said cordially, " avec 
sa future?*' 

«< Yes — but if you don't give us breakfast, she will 
die, and then where shall I be?" he answered, 
laughing. '' How is M. Malaumain ? " 

" He is well, thank you, M. Theo. He has made 
many more interesting discoveries about the Con- 
queror. He is very superior, M. Malaumain," she 
added, turning to Brigit. *' He was in service with 
many great people, so he is never shy, as I am." 

Chatting cheerfully, she set a small iron -table out- 
side the door for them, and then looking thoughtfully 
at them and murmuring, " Coffee, boiled eggs, fresh 
bread and honey," disappeared, leaving them alone 
in the slowly awakening Place St Gervais. 

" What time is the Mass ? " asked Brigit, as a tall 
cart clattered up to the fountain and a brisk middle- 
aged woman climbed down from it and began setting 
up her stand for the day's market. 

" At ten. I hope grand-pire will behave well. I 
sometimes think he is more mischievous than — than 
silly, poor old man. The cur6 who married them 
called yesterday and congratulated him, whereupon 
grand'pire looked up and remarked that he didn't 
mind being married again, but that most men got a 
new wife the second time ! Poor old M. C16ry 
almost died." 

" And what did grand-mire say ? " asked Brigit 

" Nothing. Just looked at him. Petite mire said 
it was a dreadful scene, but grandnpire was much 
pleased with himself, and chuckled all day." 
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" I rather suspect his — sincerity, too, since I saw 
him trying to make Papillon eat a domino. Oh, 
what's that ? " 

Up the street came a small procession ; two brown- 
faced little boys, one of them ringing a bell, followed 
by a priest in a well-washed and darned white 
garment. 

Theo rose and took off his hat. " It is the viaticum," 
he said simply, crossing himself 

The town was waking now ; everywhere shop 
shutters were being taken down and people in sabots 
clattered about, while a steady stream of high carts, 
each with a big-boned horse between its shafts, drew 
up near the fountain and deposited their owners in 
the market-place. 

" A little later on in the year the apples make a 
splendid colour-effect," commented Theo, breaking 
off to add in surprise, " Why, here is father I " 

It was indeed Joyselle hurrying towards them, a 
soft hat jammed down over his eyes, so that he did 
not see them till his son accosted him. 

" Father ! " 

" Theo ! " 

"Is anything wrong?" asked the young man, 
rising. 

Joyselle shook his head with a frown. '' Wrong ? 
What should be wrong ? " he returned, harshly. 

" But you look—" 

" Hungry, probably. Bonjour^ Brigitte. Yes, I am 
hungry. I have been walking for hours, and I am 
perished with hunger." 

" Will you join us ? Madame Malaumain is getting 
us some coffee — " 
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Theo obviously expected a refusal to this invitation, 
but Joyselle accepted it without hesitation, and 
drawing up a chair, sat down. 

" Where have you two been ? " he asked. 

While Theo gave him a description of their walk, 
Brigit watched the violinist. 

He had pushed back his hat and from under it his 
hair hung in curly disorder over his brow. He was 
very pale and his eyts were circled by violet rings. 
He looked very ill indeed, but Brigit knew that it 
was no physical pain that was tormenting him. 

'' Very pleasant/' he murmured to his son with a 
visible effort, "delightful." Madame Malaumain 
arriving with a tablecloth announced the cheerful 
fact that the water was boiling, recognised him with 
delight, and told him in all innocence that he as well 
as she had grown no younger since their last meeting. 

" M. Malaumain will be delighted to see you," she 
added ; '* it is not often that he meets one as cultivated 
as himself." 

Joyselle bowed gravely. ** Can you give me some 
coffee too, Madame Malaumain ? " he asked. " I am 
very — ^hungry." 

But when the coffee and eggs arrived, he did not 
eat ; instead, he sat moodily playing with his spoon 
and staring at the tablecloth. 

Brigit's appetite had fled, and she was most 
uneasy as she watched him, for she did not dare risk 
an explosion by putting the smallest question to 
him. 

Something was very wrong, and she was alarmed. 
Suddenly, as a clock struck half-past six, he rose. 
'* Au revoir^ my children," he said, " I must get back 



THE HALO 249 

home. Theo will call for you at ten minutes to ten, 
Brigitte, my — my daughter ! " 

And he was gone, leaving Theo staring after him. 

"What can be the matter?" the young man 
mused, "he looks very bad, doesn't he! It is too 
early for letters to have come. He can't — " He 
paused and a quick smile stirred his moustache and 
showed his white teeth. 

" Can't what ? " queried Brigit, vaguely annoyed by 
his smile. 

" He can't have fallen in love — " 

"Of course he can't!" 

"No. But only because he hasn't seen anyone 
since the night before last. He is amazing about his 
love-affairs, dear, in and out before you can get your 
breath, and always madly sincere ! " 

" I know, * He always cares for the time,' " she 
quoted softly, pushing away her cup. "Let's go, 
Theo, I want to get a sleep before we go to church." 

He was surprised by the irritation in her voice, 
but rose obediently, and after disappearing for a 
moment to pay Madame Malaumain, led her back to 
the inn. 

" I will come for you at ten to ten then— darling," 
he said, trying to coax her back into the humour of 
the earlier hours. But he failed, and she nodded 
gravely, not even trying to conceal her change of 
mood. " I shall be ready," she answered. " Grood- 
bye." 



CHAPTER VI 

THE church of St Gervais was packed with the 
majority of a crowd that extended well out 
down the broad steps and into the square, as the old 
bells rang a carillon for the old couple who, as a 
young man and a young woman, had been married 
under them fifty years ago. 

In the carriage that was bringing the bridal pair 
to the church, Grand-p/re JoyseUe was behaving very 
badly indeed. Carefully dressed by his daughter, 
Madame Chalumeau, gloves on his ancient hands, a 
new top hat on his ancient head, his ancient brain 
was busily plotting and executing all kinds of small 
pranks, and his unfortunate old bride had nearly burst 
into tears at a strong nip he had given her arm with 
his still muscular fingers. 

" Now, father, please be good," pleaded Madame 
Chalumeau, to whom, together with Victor, belonged 
the uncomfortable honour of conducting the wayward 
groom to the altar. " You know you promised you 
would." 

*'How can you call me father, woman? Me a 
young lad on his way to be married!" The old 
man laughed shrilly, and producing an apple from 
his pocket began to eat it as best he could with his 
one tooth. 

" And wkere are your teeth ?" cried the overwrought 
Madame Chalumeau. *^ You promised to wear them. 

Mother, why don't you scold him." 
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"Because he likes being scolded, that's why," 
snapped the bride, jerking her bonnet over one ear. 
" He's been as bad as a devil all the morning." 

Joyselle, who had not been listening, caught this 
phrase. 

" Mother," he said gently, taking her hand, " don't 
be cross, dear. He is — forgetful, but try to remember 
the day you married him. You loved him," he 
winced, as if hurt by his own words, but went on in 
the same voice, "and Grod has been good in — in 
allowing you to spend fifty years together." 

The old woman nodded. " I know, my son. I 
can remember. It — rained and spoiled my cap, but 
I didn't care. We walked in a long procession and 
he wore a green coat that the old M. le Comte gave 
him." 

" Yes, mother dear," put in the mistaken Madame 
Chalumeau, " and you promised to love him always 
—even when he was — cross." 

Madame Joyselle sniffed. " People promise a lot, 
but fifty years is more than any woman expects," she 
answered with considerable venom. 

Joyselle sighed. " Perhaps, my dear Bathilde, 
you would not mind not interrupting me again? 
Yes — think of the green coat. And that you did not 
mind about your cap. Your life has been very 
useful, ma mhrty and you have devoted children to 
love you and care for you." 

" Look at the crowd," cried out the old man, sud- 
denly. " It must be a funeral!" 

"Father!" Madame Chalumeau crossed herself 
with fingers that fairly trembled with haste. " How 
can you ? When it is your own wedding." 
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As the carriage stopped Victc^ leaned forward and 
laid his hand on his father's. 

" Father — this is a splendid and — and most happy 
day for all of us. There are nearly fifty of os — ^your 
descendants and their wives and husbands, and we 
are very proud of you. Will you give my mother 
your arm and follow Bathilde and me up the 
steps ? " 

Old Joyselle skipped with great agility from the 
carriage, and with a grand imitation of his son's 
manner followed that son into the church. 

Brigit, standing near F^licit^ near the altar, felt 
her eyes fill with tears as the little group appeared. 
There was something infinitely touching in the sight 
of the ancient couple coming back to the altar to 
renew their vows after fifty years. 

The priest's voice was very weak, but it carried 
well under the arched roof, and when the rings — the 
one for the bride bought by her male, the one for 
the groom by his female descendants — were blessed 
and exchanged, many people were frankly weeping. 

Joyselle had not joined his wife and son, but stood 
opposite them, in front of a group of relations from 
the country, his fine figure in its perfect clothes 
contrasting strongly with them. 

He was paler than Brigit had ever seen him, and 
his eyes, bent to the ground for the most part, even 
more deeply circled than they had been at the cafi 
a few hours before. 

The priest droned on ; a baby cried, causing the 
bridegroom to dart a furious glance in its direction ; 
one of the country cousins blew his nose with simple- 
hearted zest ; the old couple who had been kneeling 
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were assisted to their feet. "/« Nomine Patris^ et 
Filii,—'' 

Brigit bowed her head with the rest, and then as 
she raised it, met Joyselle's miserable eyes ; miserable, 
accusing, despairing eyes. 

The ceremony was over. Old Joyselle gave his 
arm once more to his wife, and between two lines of 
buzzing admirers conducted her to the carriage, 
followed by his famous son, the rest of the family 
crowding after. 

" Pathetic, wasn't it ? " asked Theo. " I was so 
afraid ^^7/1^-/^^ would not behave, but he is rather 
in awe of father. Did you see my uncles, Antoine 
and Guillaume? Come, petite mire^ let's go on. 
Our carriage is waiting at the inn, to save time." 

Brigit followed obediently, but her mind was in a 
whirl. What could be the matter with Victor ? 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE garden in the Rue Victor Hugo was full of long 
narrow tables covered with snowy cloths and as 
white china. In the pitiless noonday sun the display 
dazzled the eyes. In the middle of every table was a 
high vase of yellow flowers, and at intervals down 
each stood china bowls heaped with apples and grapes. 

A carafe of cider stood at every plate, for Normans 
are thirsty and their heads strong. 

Brigit stood in an upper window looking down 
as the crowd assorted itself and settled down on the 
benches by the tables. In a few moments Theo 
would fetch her and conduct her to the arbour where 
twelve people were to be seated ; at present he was 
bustling about making himself agreeable to every, 
body, laughing with those few children who, being 
over twelve, were present, helping the old or un- 
wieldy to dispose of themselves comfortably, darting 
to and fro, looking strangely out of place among the 
good people with whom he felt so thoroughly at home. 

In the arbour, Brigit knew, were already assembled 
the bridal couple, Victor and F^licit6, Antoine and 
Guillaume, and the wife of Guillaume, Madame 
Chalumeau, the ancient cut6 and M. Thibaut, the 
Mayor. She and Theo were to complete the dozen. 
For some reason the girl dreaded the feast She 
had been unable to speak to Victor as yet, and 
since their eyes had met in the church she had been 
unable to shake off a haunting feeling of fear that 
had come to her at that moment Something was 
impending. 
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And the sultry heat seemed to make matters 
worse. Down in the garden the guests were now all 
seated, and scraps of their conversation reached her 
as she leaned in the window. 

" A magnificent dinner, I am told," M. Ferret, the 
apothecary, was saying in his high voice like that of 
a grasshopper chirping in the heat. ''Thildette 
Chalumeau told me: Pot au feu, veal cooked in a 
casserole in its own juice, rabbits stewed in wine, gigot 
rdti, pcLtisserie — and many other things. Yvonne 
Gaude is cooking it, but Thildette prepared most of 
the things with her own hands — " 

" — And what is a poor man to think when a cow 
dies like that, from no reason whatever ? " murmured 
one of the humblest of the country cousins. ** M. le cur^ 
can say what he likes about there being no witches ! " 

" Have you seen the future of le petit de Victor ? 
They call her beautiful, I am told, in England, but — " 

" Victor is growing old, Maitre Leboeuf. He 
looked quite old in church — " 

" No, ma cfUre^ positively only eighteen fifty, and 
as good as new I I always liked plush, too — " 

Brigit listened absently. What could be the 
matter with Victor ? And why had he not come to 
her for only one minute before the long ordeal of the 
dinner began ? 

Then the door opened and Theo, beaming with a 
sense of duty artistically fulfilled, came in. '' They 
are all as happy as possible," he laughed ; " the pot au 
feu is a thing of the past, and they are beginning on 
the veal. Come, my Brigit, you must be hungry." 

Without answering, she accompanied him down- 
stairs, and they threaded their way to the arbour. 
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'' You are to sit here, Brigit, between grandfather 
and me/' explained Theo» stopping opposite his 
father, who was listening to something Madame 
Guillaume was telling him. 

Grandfather Joyselle, whose impish spirit had 
subsided, was busy with some minced veal, and shot 
a rather grudging look at his new neighbour. 
" Don't touch my glass, will you ? " he said, " it's got 
flies in it and I love to see 'em drown." 

Theo laughed. " Some wine, grand-mere ? " 

The old woman shook her head. '' No, thank you," 
she answered civilly. ''/ will teach you dominoes, 
mademoiselle." 

Brigit thanked her and began her dinner. 

" Listen to Jacques tell about how he converted a 
retrograde priest back to holiness by his great elo- 
quence," laughed Antoine Joyselle, who was an old 
and soured edition of his famous brother. " Gascon I " 

Madame Chalumeau, whose eyes were fixed on 
M. Bouillard as he sat far down one of the tables, 
dropped her knife to the ground, and disappearing 
under the table in search of it, gave her head a 
terrible thump, and emerged scarlet and agonised. 

*' Someone ought to propose a toast I " suggested 
Theo — ^** I suppose M. Thibaut, father ? " 

Victor nodded absently. " Yes, or M. le cur6." 

" How do you feel to-day — Master? " asked Brigit, 
suddenly, forcing him to look at her. 

His eyes as her gaze met his were so profoundly 
tragic that she shuddered, and he did not answer. 

*' I think I might eat more if I had my teeth,'' 
observed the bridegroom, " and I hear there is to be 
rabbit" 
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" Hush, father^ you know you can't eat with your 
teeth. You are to have minced rabbit, with plenty of 
gravy." Madame Chalumeau, whose bright blue 
dress was very tight and warm, wiped her face on 
her handkerchief. 

Brigitlooked round in despair. Itwas horrible ; the 
heat, the smell of food, the clatter of knives and forks. 

For a long time she heard nothing, and then found 
that M. Thibaut the Mayor was trying to persuade 
Victor to play. " It would be very pleasant," urged 
the good man, with evident pride in bis own tact 
" and the young people might dance." 

Joyselle burst out laughing. " Yes, I will play — for 
the young people to dance. That is what fiddlers 
are for," he answered. 

M. Thibaut bowed. "It will be very pleasant," 
he repeated. 

F^licit^ rose quietly and went to the kitchen for 
a moment, coming back with a plate of minced 
rabbit for her father-in-law. " VoiUt, papa," she said 
gently, and the old man stopped poking at the flies 
in his cider with his fork and began to eat. 

Suddenly, in his evident agony, Joyselle again 
looked at Brigit and all her misery of suspense and 
curiosity flew to her eyes. " What is it ? " they 
asked him, " why are you tortured, and why are you 
torturing me who love you?" 

He looked long at her, and then, seeing her 
sympathetic suflering and her passion of wounded 
love, his face cleared, and for the first time that day 
he looked like himself. 

He began talking, and in a few moments was 
making everyone at the table roar with laughter. 
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Brigit, though deeply relieved, was more puzzled 
than ever. '* I want to talk to you after dinner/' she 
said, leaning towards him, and he bowed. ** I too 
have things to say to you, my dear/' he answered, 
and they were both wildly happy. 

Then the Mayor rose, and in short and stereotyped 
phrase drank to the health of the bride and groom. 

The bridegroom had fallen asleep and was not 
wakened, but the bride bowed with some dignity. 

"M. le cur6 — will you say a few words?" asked 
Victor, courteously. 

The old priest rose in obedience to the summons and 
murmured a kind of blessing on the two he had joined 
together in his own youth. He remembered them both 
very well, as they had been in that day ; far better than 
he could in the days of their middle age. Now their 
three lives were nearly over : " We are all very old," 
he faltered, fumbling at his snuff-box, " very old — " 

Someone outside thought he had finished and 
began to clap. He sat down abashed, and took snuff 
to hide his confusion. Yes, they were all very old. 

The meal ended at length with coffee, calvados, a 
local liqueur, and cheese. 

" You are tired, my daughter ? " asked F61icit^, as 
Brigit frowned with impatience. 

" Yes, petite mire" 

F^licit^, who for the last half-hour had been fanning 
the sleeping bridegroom to keep off the flies, sighed. 

" It is very warm. Why not go? They will clear 
the table and dance on the grass, I think." 

Everyone left the arbour except her and the old 
man, and Brigit, feeling that Joyselle was close on her 
heels, went into the house and into the sitting-room. 



CHAPTER VIII 

JOYSELLE closed the door, and, to her surprise, 
turned the key. Then he faced her. 

"Brigit," he said, clearing his throat, 'Mo you 
love me ? " 

" Love you ? " she faltered. " What do you mean ? " 

" I mean that for thirty-six hours I have doubted 
you, and that I have been — " he broke off short, his 
vivid face intensely expressive. 

" But why ? Thirty-six hours ? That means that 
— but I did not even see you yesterday I " 

He stood, his arms hanging by his sides, looking 
at her without a word. Then, when the pause had 
grown unbearable, he returned slowly: "The night 
before last I saw you with Theo-— on the lawn." 

A painful blush burnt her face, and, unwonted ly 
abashed, she turned away. It seemed to her almost 
monstrous that Joyselle should have witnessed the 
little scene in the moonlight 

" You — you saw him kiss me ? " she faltered. 

" Yes. But that was not the worst. He held open 
his arms to you, and — ^you went to him as if — ^as if 
you were giving yourself to him." 

'* I was, Victor. Surely you understand. He is so 
good, Theo — so very good. And I have promised 
to marry him, and he has been patient, and I have 
treated him horribly. The longer I know him the 
better — I like him. Surely you can't mind that ? " 

Joyselle did not raise his hand. He was, she saw 
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with a curious sensation of detachment, undei^oing 
a severe struggle. 

" Mind ? I — the situation is — ^horrible," he began 
after a pause. ''God knows I love my son, and I 
should hate you if you hurt him — " 

"I know that," she interrupted quickly, and he 
looked up. 

" Perhaps that is why — " 

"Why? No. Ah, Victor, you know that I love 
you. You must know that And yet I have pro- 
mised to marry him. What are we to do ? " 

Through the open windows came the sounds of 
laughter and loud talk, and someone was playing 
snatches of a waltz on a violin. 

Brigit, feeling that things outside her own control 
had hastened an inevitable crisis, stood waiting with 
the immobility of one consciously in the hands of Fate. 

At last Joyselle came to her and took her in his 
arms. "Tell me that you love me," he whispered, 
" and then — I can bear anything." 

His unexpected resignation came, as so often is 
the case, rather as a shock to her. It was true that 
she had of late, during the reign of peace that had 
followed the last quarrel, been unusually happy, and 
that the thought of marrying Theo had become more 
bearable than she would have believed possible ; the 
future had taken on an aspect of happy family life 
with Joyselle and F61icit6 in which Theo's part had 
been pleasantly subordinate ; more or less, although 
her mind had not formulated it, that of a brother. 

Yet now Joyselle's resigned attitude did not please 
her. 

"Then — you don't mind my marrying — another 
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man ? " she retorted quickly, instinctively using words 
that would hurt him. 

He wiped his forehead, which was covered with 
small drops of perspiration. 

"Don't mind! But, ma chirie^ you must not 
torture me. The situation as it now is, is absolutely 
impossible. You don't understand. I love my son, 
God knows. Yet I am not made of stone, and before 
the love paternal He created the love of man for 
woman. I believe, as He hears me, that you were 
meant for me; that you are my woman, and I your 
man, that you were meant for me and I for you. 
But — I was born too soon or you too late. I cannot, 
must not have you, without outraging certain laws 
which must be respected. The only thing, then, is 
to bow to these laws. I belong to a generation older 
than yours, and before I knew that you existed my 
boy had chosen — and won — you. So you must be 
his. We have dreamed, my Brigit, through the last 
few months, and now we must awaken. You must 
marry Theo, and he will take you away for a few 
months, and when you come back as his — wife, I 
shall — I will have learned to love you in the only 
way I can love you without shame — as my daughter." 

It is curious, but strictly according to the laws of 
the feminine logic, that as he made this speech, 
haltingly, painfully, but with resolution in every 
word of it, Brigit's mind should slowly change to a 
feeling of resentment. 

She herself had made up her mind to marry 
Theo, and she had seen plainly that this was fitting 
and wise; yet Joyselle's acceptance of these facts 
stirred her to rebellion, and once more she protested 
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against his voicing of her own determination. ^ You 
are quite right," she said, coldly; ^it is only a pity 
that we did not see all this before 1 " 

And in his turn he winced 

" We have been very mad," she continued, her old 
barbaric love of seeing him suffer returning. Then 
in her own pain, '* but from this moment on, I shall 
do my part, as you suggest No doubt in a month's 
time we shall both be laughing at our little tragic 
comedy." 

He did not answer, but his brown face slowly 
changed colour and he closed his eyes for a second. 

« No doubt As to me — there is no fool like an 
old fool, they say. However, we have come to our 
senses in time — thank God." The last two words 
came with a sharp spasmodic sound, and when he had 
said them he took from his pocket the silver box, with 
"Rose-Marie" engraved on it, and taking from it 
paper and tobacco, began to roll a cigarette. 

Brigit was dumfounded as well as deeply hurt 
His strength filled her with terror. That he could 
bow to Fate she had not expected, and forgetting, as 
women do, that men's training from early boyhood 
teaches them, as nothing ever teaches women, the 
trick of momentary self-control, a wild doubt of his 
love flashed through her and took her breath away. 

"You are angry," she ventured, hoping, though 
sub-consciously and without cruelty, to break down 
his resolution. But he smiled sadly, for he was 
sincere. 

" No, my dear, I am not angry. I am sad, because 
I love you — as yet — far more than I should, but — from 
moment on, I shall bend all my strength to the 
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conquering of that love. You must help me. You 
will know how, for women always know. Now — will 
you shake hands with me and bid God bless me ? It 
is to be a hard struggle for me, but I will win, for my 
will is strong, and the cause is good — Is that you, 
Theo?" 

" Yes, father." Theo was trying the door. " Any- 
thing wrong ? " he added. 

Joyselle turned the key. " No," he said quietly as 
his son entered, ''but we were tired of the good 
company. I will go now, my dear. Stay and talk 
to yo\xrfianc(ey 



CHAPTER IX 

AN boar later, Brigitslowly mounted the stairs at 
the inn. She was desperately tired, and as 
unhappy as she was tired. Joyselle's attitude, 
although she was bound in common justice to 
acknowledge its correctness, hurt her to an almost 
incredible degree. Nothing had ever so wounded her, 
and she felt the longing common to r eserv ed people 
to hide her pain from everybody. 

So she had escaped from the Rue Victor Hugo 
under pretext of a headache, and bidding F6Ucit£ and 
Theo good>night, hastened back here, not allowing 
the young man to accompany her, as he desired. 

" I am very seedy," she told him, " and my head 
aches ; I shall be better alone.'' 

So Theo, with the biddableness that was an int^^l 
and to her rather annoying quality of his character, 
had said no more, and returned to the other guests. 
The gaily>attired chambermaid, bearing a small jug 
destined to strike dismay to some British admirers of 
the Conqueror, met the girl on the stairs. 

"Bon soir, mademoiselle," she said, ''there's a 
telegram for you in your salon!* 

Brigit stood still. A telegram. Bad news prob- 
ably. And such was her mental turmoil that at the 
thought she shrugged her shoulders. Almost any- 
thing that would change the nature of her trouble 
would be welcome. 

But the contents of the telegram were bad. 
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" Tommy very ill. Diphtheria. Wants you. 

" Mother." 

Tommy ill! Poor little boy, with all his joy 
of life and enthusiasms, struck down by diphtheria. 
Why could it not be she instead ? 

But it was not the giri's nature to waste time in 
useless reflections when any possible course of action 
lay before her. 

Ringing, she sent for M. Berton, the proprietor, 
and finding that a train left in half an hour, threw 
her belongings into her box and a few minutes later 
was in a ramshackle cab clattering stationwards. 
She left a note for Theo, but she was sincerely glad 
that time was too short for her to make any attempt 
to see either him or Joyselle. They had faded into 
the background of her mind, and in the foreground 
stood, piteous and appealing, poor little Tommy. 

It was a gruesome journey, never to be forgotten, 
and made more bearable by several little acts of kind- 
ness on the part of her fellow-travellers, as such 
journeys are apt to be. 

Brigit never again saw the fat Jewish commercial 
traveller who rushed from the train at some station, 
and nearly missed the train in his efforts, successful 
at last, to get her some tea; but she never forgot 
him. Neither did she ever forget a woman in shabby 
mourning who insisted on giving her a packet of 
somebody's incomparable milk chocolate. 

And for hours and hours and hours the trains (for 
she had to change twice) rushed on through the 
slow-dying autumn evening and night, and part of 
the next day. Then at last London — a rush in a 
hansom to Victoria from Charing Cross, and the 
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familiar little joamey homewards. It was about 
three o'clock when she reached Kingsmead, and 
raining hard. 

'"Is lordship is — still alive, my lady," Jarvis told 
her, choking a little, " but — pretty bad, my lady." 
Tommy had always laughed at Jarvis' manner, but 
Brigit liked it now. 

The drive seemed endless, but at length there was 
the lodge ; and the carp-pond ; and the tennis court ; 
and — the beautiful old house, all blurred in the 
driving rain. 

" Her ladyship is upstairs, my lady," — and Brigit 
ran up the shallow, red-carpeted steps. But who was 
this old woman wrapped in a white shawl I 
" Brigit—" 

It was Lady Kingsmead, and Brigit, looking at 
her mother, almost fainted for the first time in her life. 
" How is he ?" she gasped, leaning against the wall 
and wondering why it was so unsteady. 

" He — his throat is better, but — he is very weak 
and — delirious. His brain, they say, is — over active — " 
Poor Lady Kingsmead burst into tears, wiping her 
eyes on the fringe of her shawl. 

Brigit patted the strangely shrunken head com- 
passionately. " Don't cry, mother," she said. " Is he 
in his room ? " 

" No — in the boudoir. His chimney smokes so in 
the autumn, you know." 

Tommy lay in his own brass bed in the silken nest 
of his mother, a white-capped nurse by his side. 
The little boy's face was flushed and his head tossing 
restlessly to and fro on the embroidered pillows. 
" There's no use," he was muttering. " I tell you, it's 
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quite silly to waste time, you should have begun long 
ago. He always said so, and he's right." 

Brigit sat down by him. "Here's Bicky," she 
said, " with the Master's love for you, Tommy." 

"He's gone away. Ratting with the Prince of 
Wales. Let's play his fiddle before he comes back. 
I've got that last exercise beautifully — only my little 
finger is so beastly short If I'd been whipped when 
I was a kid it might have grown — There it goes ! Hi, 
Pincher, after him." 

The nurse rose and moistened her patient's lips 
with water. 

" How is he, nurse ? " asked Brigit, shortly. 

"His throat's better, miss — my lady. But he's 
very weak. These active-minded little boys — " 

" I know ; I know," interrupted the girl, hastily. 
" When will he know me ? " 

The nurse hesitated. How could she tell ? The 
relations always did ask senseless questions. The 
Persian kitten, now grown to be a cat less Persian 
than had been expected, came into the room, and the 
nurse took it up and put it out. " He always comes, 
he's a perfect nuisance," she observed. " They get so 
used to places, cats, don't they ? " 

Brigit nodded. " I'll go and change," she said. 
" ril be back in a few minutes." 

"Better take something to eat, my lady. The 
danger of infection is great, you know, and the 
tireder one is — ^" 

" I know." 

When she came back, Brigit found her mother 
installed in the room while nurse had her tea. Lady 
Kingsmead was a good nurse, greatly to her 
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took tnros sitting op with the 
imalid, hot he reoognised coce of them. It was a 
very long night, and only the greatest cetenninatioa 
kept Brigit awake during her watches, for she was 
extremely tired after her journey. 

But at last day came, and widi it a short retom of 
consciousness. ^Where's Bicky?" 

^Here I am. Tommy darling," she answered, 
taking his hand; " are yoa better, love?** 

** Yes, I think sa Wheie's my vioun ? " 

She fetched it, and he went to a^eep, his wasted hand 
lying across the strings. 

When he next spoke it was to talk otter nonsense 
about a flying-machine, an account of which he had 
read in a newspaper. 



CHAPTER X 

POOR little Tommy's passion for knowing things 
showed up very clearly the next few days, his 
over-active brain working hard propounding to itself 
questions on subjects that Brigit had never heard him 
even mention. And one of the most pathetic subjects 
was that of her relations with her mother. " If Brigit 
would only come back and live here again/' he said 
over and over again, "like other fellows' sisters. 
Things are so much pleasanter when she is here." 

"I'm here, Tommy darling," she told him a 
hundred times, but he only shook his head and 
frowned gently. " You are very nice, and I like your 
hands, because they are cool and dry, but you are not 
Bicky. Bicky is beautiful." 

His mother, on the contrary, the child always re- 
cognised, and his manner to her was almost pro- 
tecting. 

" Don't cry, mother," he would say. " I'm not so 
bad, really I'm not You had better go and lie down, 
or you will not look pretty to-night" 

His idea of evenings was of course of a time when 
mothers must look their best at any cost, and when 
no mother ever stayed upstairs. 

Every evening, therefore, he could not rest until 
Lady Kingsmead had gone '' to dress.** 

Brigit had never known how much the little fellow 
noticed the details of dress, and so on, but now she 
learned, for his remarks about his mother usually 
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took the form of appreciation or dislike of some par- 
ticular toilette. 

" Wear pink, mother — it suits you best, and pearls. 
The diamonds make you look older." 

Poor Lady Kingsmead, more lovable in her distress 
than her daughter had ever seen her, obeyed him 
humbly, and promising to wear pink, or whatever the 
colour might be, crept away to her bedroom and 
cried until she was scarcely recc^nisable. 

Two days passed thus, the doctor coming many 
times and shaking his head doubtfully over questions 
about his patient. " The throat is much better — the 
danger from that is quite past ; but — the fever does 
not go down, and I can't quite tell what the com- 
plication is. He is too young to have had a mental 
shock, so I can only assume that the too great activity 
of his mind is now against us. I understand that he 
has been studying very hard ? " 

This Brigit denied, but the doctor, on insisting, 
was told to interview Mr Babing^on, and to the girl's 
amazement she learned that only a day or two before 
he was taken ill Tommy had betrayed the fact that 
for weeks he had been in the habit of spending part 
of each night in the disused chapel, practising on his 
violin. 

" He is quite mad about his music," the young man 
mourned. " I never could get him to take the least 
interest in anything else, and as he always worked as 
little as possible for me, I could not understand his 
looking so tired until, finding that he had heard the 
stable-clock strike four, and knowing that one can- 
not hear the clock from his room, I pinned him down 
and he told me — " 
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Brigit's eyes filled with tears. 

The chapel, disused for many years, had evolved 
into a sort of lumber-room, and she could see, in her 
imagination, the pathetic picture of her little brother 
fiddling away among the piled-up boxes and old 
furniture, trying to hasten the moment when his 
beloved Master would find him worthy of personal 
instruction. 

It was all clear to his sister. Left alone, the child's 
whole strength — far more strength than he should 
have been allowed to expend — had gone to his passion 
for his violin, and now, unless a change for the better 
should come very soon, he must die, burnt with fever. 
And the fault would be hers. For the first time she 
felt the meaning of the word " duty." Tommy had 
been her duty, and she had neglected him. 

At length one day she made a further discovery. 

She was sitting by the bed, and for over an hour 
the child had lain still, his eyes half shut. It was 
five o'clock and a dark afternoon, so that the room 
was full of shadows. 

Suddenly Tommy turned and looked at her. 

"Brigit," he asked, recognising her for the first 
time, " are you in love with Joyselle ? " 

For a full minute she could not answer, and then 
said very gently, " Darling Tommy — you know me ? " 

" Yes, yes, of course I know you. But — are you ? 
Carron and mother think so." 

" Do they, Tommy ? Well — I love him dearly — 
— and so do you, don't you ? " 

" I don't mean /^/," he returned, with a gesture of 
impatience; "I mean the way people are who are 
going to marry each other." 
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His eyes, so hi^ in his wasted &ce, looked eagerly 
at her. 

** CitToo and mother think you do," he repeated, 
*'aiid it makes me so sorry," 

She did not answer fix- a kii^ time, and then she 
said hombly, not knowing bow for he understood 
that whereof he spoke, and therefore obliged to feel 
her way. ^ Tommy dear — ^>-oa fotgetfetite nun," 

" No, I dtm't— bat she is old." 

" She is >-oooger than he." 

Bat ill though he was, Tommy's sense of humour 
was still alive. " Tkat doesn't matter ! Ob, Bick, 
darting, I am so tired. And I do hope you aren't 
— I mean, tkax.' 

So of course she lied, and the little boy went to 
sleep, his hand in bcis. 

When, an hour later, she went to her room, she 
found a wire from Theo, announcing their arrival in 
London, and in spite of herself her spirits rose. 
Things must be better now that A/ was near her. 

But things were not better, and the doctor, the 
next morning, looked \-ery grave. " I think it bad 
to allow him to have his violin," he said ; " it excites 
him and increases the fever. And — I think I should 
h'ke a consultation." 

Lady Kingsmead burst into tears and hurried from 
the room, but Brigit wrote a telegram, as dictated by 
tbe old doctor who had brought the boy into the 
wofid, to a &moas phj^ciaa in London, and a 
groom was sent galloping to the station to send it. 

"Who is this person he always takes mc for?" 
.v'lked the doctor, polishing his glasses. "This 
E )ie buisted on agr— on my playing for him. 
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I have never played anything except the cornet, 
when I was a young man. I — it very nearly upset 
me, Lady Brigit I love Tommy." 

Brigit flushed. " Wanted you to play the violin ? " 
she returned. 

" Yes. He has not done so until this morning for 
several days, but he quite insisted to-day." 

"It must be — ^Joyselle. We — we know him very 
well and Tommy adores him — " 

As she spoke the nurse came in. 

" Would you mind coming, my lady. He is very 
restless and insists on trying to play. I can't quiet 
him at all—" 

They went back into the sick-room and found 
Tommy sitting up in bed, holding his violin in the 
position for playing, and scolding in a sharp staccato 
voice because he couldn't find his bow. 

"Tommy, dear," Brigit said quietly, suddenly 
seeing her way clear, " I am wiring the Master to 
come to see you. He will play for you. Now give 
me your violin and lie down like a good boy." 

Under the impression that she was Mrs Champion, 
the housekeeper, but perfectly satisfied with her 
words, he gavi up the fiddle obediently and lay down. 
The doctor nodded his approval and left a few 
moments later to send the telegram to Joyselle. And 
Brigit sat down by the bed and waited. 




CHAPTER XI 

THE weather had changed suddenly, and although 
it was only the 14th of September, it was cold 
and cheerless that afternoon. 

Brigit, who had been sent out for a walk, tramped 
steadily down the road towards the village, her hands 
in her jacket pockets, her chin buried in her little boa. 

Tommy was very ill; the London doctor had 
confirmed old Dr Long's opinion : an over-developed 
mind in an under-developed body. These words in 
themselves were not very alarming, but Brigit's 
heart had sunk as Sir George uttered them. 

" Is he — is he going to die ? " she asked, abruptly. 
Sir George hesitated. " We scientists are supposed 
to be atheists, my dear young lady," he returned, 
looking at his watch, ** but I believe in God. And 
in all reverence, I can say in this case that only He 
can tell. Lord Kingsmead is very weak, and I 
greatly dislike the abnormal activity of his brain, 
but — God is good. So let us hope." 

Then the great man had gone. 

By the 5.10 express Joyselle was coming. He 
had been out of town the day before, and the delay 
had been maddening. But now he was coming, and 
Brigit pinned her faith to the effects of his presence 
with savage fanaticism. 

" He fftust help him," she repeated over and over 
again, " he loves him so." 

The darkness of the day was congenial to her; 
sunshine would have seemed an insult. She reached 
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the village with its little straight street and modern 
red-brick inn, and passing through it turned to the 
left towards the station. It was only three, and 
Joyselle could not arrive for two hours, yet she felt 
that she was going towards him. 

A motor rushed past her, covering her with dust 
and causing her to clench her hands in anger. 
" Beastly thing I " she said aloud. 

Then, out of the cloud of dust emerged — ^Joyselle, 
on foot, his violin-case in his hand. 

" You I " 

"Yes. I — couldn't wait, so I cut an engagement 
and took the 1.45, Brigit — how is he? " 

He was flushed with the effort of rapid walking in 
a long coat, and his hat was on one side. He was 
smoking, and foi^ot to ask her leave to continue. 
Small things were swept from his mind by his 
evident anxiety. 

" He is — very bad. But — oh, it was good of you 
to bring your violin ! " 

"Of course I did. If anything on earth can quiet 
him, that will. What is the trouble, now that the 
throat is better ? " 

" I don't know. He thinks and thinks, and can't 
sleep, and the fever will not go. In a grown person 
I suppose they'd call it brain-fever." 

" Poor little boy." 

They had passed the village and struck out on the 
straight road by the park. 

"I — I have missed you, Victor," she burst out 
suddenly, looking round and laying her gloved hand 
on his arm. 

" Hush I " he answered in a stem voice. 
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A second later he broke the silence by asking her 
if Tommy drank milk. 

" No," she returned snllenly, « he hates it" 

" That is a pity." 

When they reached the gate and turned into the 
avenue she found to her surprise that her eyes were 
full of tears. She had slept very little for nights, 
and her nerves were upset She wanted a personal 
word from him, a look, but he gave her none. 

" Theo sent you his love," he announced presently. 
'*He is coming down to-morrow. How is your 
mother?" 

" All right. Victor — are you glad to see me? " 

She stood still as she spoke, but he walked on, and 
she had to rejoin him as he answered in a matter-of- 
fact voice, "of course I am, my dear child." 

His mouth she saw was set and determined 
Feeling as though he had struck her, she went on in 
silence, and the silence remained unbroken until they 
had reached the house. 

" I may go to him at once ? " Joyselle asked her as 
Burton helped him take off his coat 

" Yes." 

They went upstairs together, and outside the door 
of the boudoir he paused and took the violin out of 
its case. 

Tommy, who was talking very loud about Alex- 
ander the Great, stared at him without recognition. 

" A116, Tommy, here I am," Joyselle began, taking 
the boy's hand. *' Come to scold you for being ill 
and worrying us all." 

" I don't want you — not that it isn't very kind of 
yoQ to come. I want — him. And he won't come." 
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Joyselle frowned at Brigit, who was about to 
speak. " Well — I am going to play for you, and it 
may amuse you till he does come — " 

He tuned his violin and began to play. 

Brigit sat down by the bed and laid her hand in 
Tommy's. 

It was a simple nursery melody that Joyselle 
played — 

^^Iletait une bergire^ hi ron^ ron^ ron^petitpa-ta'Pon — " 
she had known it all her life, but to Tommy, who 
had always sternly refused to have anything to do 
with the French governesses his mother had got for 
him, it was new. 

He listened with an intent frown, the fingers of 
his left hand curled inwards and moving as though 
he were trying to follow the air on imaginary strings. 

Then as Joyselle went on to the delightful Pont 
d' Avignon, his hand relaxed, and he closed his eyes 
for a moment. 

The room was nearly dark, and rain beat in gusts 
on the windows. 

" Fais dodo," sang the fiddle, softly, " fais dodo." 

"I like that. Play it again. Ah, Master — it is 
you. I am so glad — " 

Joyselle did not stop, but he smiled down at the 
boy as he played on very softly. '' Of course it is I. 
I am delighted to see you so much better. Do you 
know * Ma Normandie ? ' This is it — " 

Tommy moved a little and settled his head more 
comfortably. 

The boudoir was in an angle of the house opposite 
which, a floor higher, was the gallery. As he 
played, some one in the picture-gallery turned on the 
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electric lights, and one long shaft, coming through 
the window, shone down on the player's head. 

'' See the Halo, Bicky ? " asked the boy in a natural 
voice. " Isn't he splendid ?" Then he added, with 
the frown she so dreaded — " Take me away before 
they begin to clap, will you ? " 

" No clapping allowed. Tommy," Joyselle assured 
him, quietly. " Know this ? " 

And he played on. 

His face, full of tender solicitude, was, Brigit 
thought, almost divinely beautiful as she watched it. 
And by some curious freak of the down -falling light, 
only his head and shoulders were visible, and 
seemed almost to be floating in the gloom. Never 
had he been so handsome, and never so pitilessly re- 
mote. He had forgotten her; he had forgotten 
love ; he was not even the Musician : he was a 
Healer, a being miles above and beyond her and her 
weak human longing. 

Tommy's eyes had closed, and the low music went 
on and on. The room was now quite dark, save for 
the light that encircled Joyselle's head. It was like a 
wonderful picture, and the innate nobility of the man 
obliterated for the time all else from his fine face. 

Tommy was asleep, and still the music went on. 
" Sa/u/ demeure chaste etpure** — he was playing now, 
and Brigit recalled with a great heart-throb the evening 
she had met him in the train. " Salut demeure — " 
the high note, pure and thrilling, lingered long, and 
then, as it had come, the light went, and it was dark. 

The music ceased, and there was a long pause. 
Then, without a word Joyselle left the room, closing 
the door softly behind him. 



CHAPTER XII 

THE morning of the fifth day after his arrival, 
Joyselle went downstairs early, and out into 
the garden. 

He looked, as he felt, very tired, for he had been with 
Tommy most of the time, day and night, and played 
until even his great strength was nearly exhausted. 

For Tommy had clung to his presence in a very 
piteous way, crying weakly, since the fever had 
gone, every time the Master left the room, restless 
and unable to sleep unless played to, capricious 
and naughty about his food unless the Master sat by 
him while he ate. 

Many children are disquietingly good during 
serious illness, and Tommy had been very patient 
while at his worst, but once on the road to recovery, 
the natural imp in him revived and flourished, mak- 
ing the road a hard one for his fellow-travellers. 

There had been a phase when he smuggled his 
food under the bedclothes, pretending with diabolical 
cleverness to eat it ; when the milk left by his side 
was poured out of window the moment he was left 
alone. But Joyselle, discovering these crimes, had 
taken to sitting by the boy when his meals were 
brought, and with him Tommy was almost painfully 
eager to be good. 

The danger, Dr Long declared, was now over, and 
within a week the invalid was to be moved to 
Torquay. 
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Her face stiffened. " No." 

This was the first time she bad succeeded in 
seeing Victor alone during all the five days of 
his stay. Unobtrusively but effectively he had 
avoided ber, shutting himself, when he was not in 
the sick-room, in his own room, under the pretext 
of fatigue or correspondence. And she had not 
submitted to this without repeated eflfbrts to foil his 
intentions. 

Again and again she had made little plans to 
catch him alone, but she had invariably failed, and as 
the days passed and she realised his strength of 
determination, a dull, slow fire of anger had begun to 
burn in her. 

Theo, who had been down twice, had found her 
manner very unsatisfactory ; she was strikingly 
different from what she had been in Falaise, and the 
young man was puzzled and hurt. While Tommy 
was still very ill he had borne with her change of 
mood with great patience, but the time was coming 
when he must demand an explanation. All this she 
felt and resented. 

She looked, as she stood by the rose-bush, very 
tired and older than her years, but she looked 
remarkably handsome ; pallor and heavy eyelids 
did not disfigure her as they do most women. 

Joyselle took out his silver box and made a 
cigarette. 

" He was talking to me about it," he went on, dis- 
regarding the final quality of her negative. " And I 
find it very good. It is that Tommy should live 
much with— :JVH — when you arc married. Your 
mother doei not know how to bring him up; he 
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is delicate and high-stniDg, and Theo is very fond of 
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" I am not going to marry Theo," she burst out, 
exasperated beyond endurance. 

He looked up. ""Are you mad?" he asked 
quietly. 

"No. But — ^you seem to be trying to make me 
mad. I can't understand you, Victor." 

"Can't you, Brigit? I should think it was very 
easy. You remember what we agreed at Falaise? 
That—" 

" That I was to marry Theo and ' live happy ever 
after ' ? Oh yes, I remember. But do you remember 
how miserable you were the day before — and the 
day of — the wedding ? And why that was ? " 

He was silent for a moment. " Yes," he answered 
humbly. " I know. I was — jealous." 

"Well — and you expect me to be happy and 
content while you behave as you are doing now? 
You never speak to me ; you never look at me ; you 
fly from me as if I were an infectious disease. It is 
— unbearable," she ended passionately ; " I can't 
bear it" 

He smoked in silence for some seconds. " I am — 
sorry to have hurt you, Brigit" 

" Sorry to have hurt me ! I don't believe you love 
me. If you were jealous, so am I ! I will m?t be 
treated like this." 

His white face was like a mask. " I am sorry," he 
repeated, with a kind of dogged patience. 

" Then if you are — be good to me. I love you, 
Victor." 

He met her eyes and his did not falter in their 
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steady gaze. " Please do not excite yourself/' he 
said, very gently, ** and — I think I will go in now. 
It must be breakfast-time." 

Driven beyond her own control by his tone, she 
caught his arm and pleaded with him, her voice 
harsh and broken, and she could not stop, although 
she saw that she was, besides annoying him, injuring 
herself in his eyes. 

" Please— Brigit—" 

" Then tell me that you love me. You can't have 
stopped — it is only a week since the wedding — I — 
can't bear this — " 

But her mistaken line of conduct brought its 
inevitable punishment. ** This is — absurd," he said, 
coldly, ''and — undignified. I told you at Falaise 
that I was ashamed of myself for being jealous of my 
son. It was monstrous and hideous. I think I have 
been not quite in my right mind for some time. But 
I have a strong will and can force myself to any- 
thing—" 

*' And you are forcing yourself to kill your love for 
me—" 

** No. I am trying to learn to love you as a — a 
daughter, and I am beginning to succeed. But if you 
insist in making scenes like this — " he broke off and 
gave his shoulders an expressive shrug. ** It is — not 
womanly." 

Then, breaking the yellow rose from the bush, he 
drew its stem through his buttonhole and strolled 
leisurely away, whistling under his breath. 



CHAPTER XIII 

FOR tvo days Brigit Mead remained in her own 
room, refusing to see anyone. Tommy, who 
had reached the period when convalescents sleep 
Dost of the time, was told that she was resting, and 
that he must be very good and eat a great deal with 
a view to surprising her by his (^ogress when she 



But the girl was not resting. 

Vp and down the two rooms she paced, day and 
night, her face set, her hands clenched, talking aloud 
to herself sometimes, sometimes silent, always think- 
ing, thinking, thinking, of JoyseUe. 

H^d he ceased to love her, or was it merely a pose, 
or — ten thousand theories occurred to her, to drive 
her perilously near madness in her solitude. Things 
he had done, words he had said, characteristics she 
had observed in him, all these things flashed into her 
mind, upsettii^ and confirming each and every 
theor>* with an utter lack of logic but with pitiless 
conclusiveness. 

And the longer she thought the more hopeless 
things grew. Theo himself she dismissed with 
furious impatience; his letters remained unopened, 
an affectionate wire of congratulation on Tommy's 
impffovement she did not answer. He and everyone 
dse wcfe sw^ aside by the flood of emotional 
•My»h ^iq^f^ JoyseUe, that in its headlong 
^ - a 1^ carry her reason with it 

>8« 
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"If I had been married" she thought over and 
over again with cruel shrewdness, "things — would 
have been different, and then he c(mld not have 
escaped." She wrote to Joyselle long letters full of 
incoherent self-accusations and made appeals for 
pity, but she knew that he would not answer her, 
and so burned the letters. 

She could not eat ; did not even try, and the little 
sleep she got from sheer exhaustion, after tramping 
up and down for hours, was heavy and unrestful. 
Lady Kingsmead came to her door once or twice, 
but was not allowed to enter, and went away unpro- 
testing. And then, the third morning, Dr Long 
insisted on seeing her. 

" Humph ! Tired, are you ? You look it. Tommy 
is going to Margate to-morrow. You had better go 
too." 

"Is my mother going ? " 

" No. Nurse is taking him. It will do him good 
— and you. Is anything specific the matter?" 

She looked at him and shook her head. " I am 
tired," she repeated. 

"Very well. I'll give you some phosphites — and 
you had better go for a walk. You need air." 

The old man bustled away, and Brigit, after a few 
cninutes' reflection, went to her mother's room. 

" I am going to town, mother," she began without 
preamble, " and in a day or so I shall join Tommy at 
Margate. Dr Long says I had better go, but — I have 
some things to see to first." 

Lady Kingsmead, who was blackening her eye- 
brows before her glass, turned, one eye made up, the 
other very undressed-looking in its natural condition. 
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"But — you'll come back, Brigit?* You aren't 
angry any more?" 

" I — I don't know, mother. I — am so tired, I can't 
think." 

Lady Kingsmead took up a letter that lay beside 
her, and handed it to her daughter. *' Read this — 
dear," she said, rather humbly. And Brigit read — 

" Dear Tony " — it ran, in a curious irregular, down- 
ward-trending hand — " I've been awfully bad again, or 
I should have written before. I was at the Joyselles' 
yesterday, and they told me that the danger is over. 
I am so glad, poor old girl. How are you? And 
how is Brigit? I hope she will believe you when 
you tell her about that day after I saw her in Tite 
Street. I told her that you did not believe me and 
went for me, but she wouldn't listen to me, and I 
don't blame her. I'm pretty bad. I shan't last long, 
I think. Heart's getting bad too. May I come 
down and see you some time? Joyselle tells me the 
wedding is to be next month — " 

Brigit crushed the letter violently in her hand and 
threw it down, her face distorted with anger. 

" Poor old Gerald," commented her mother, absently. 
After a pause she turned. " Brigit — I give you my 
sacred word of honour that I did not believe him that 
day. I never doubted you for a second. But he was 
so queer — so ill — that I was alarmed, and was trying 
to comfort him when you came in. 

" Do you believe me ? " she added after a long pause. 

Brigit, who stood by the window, nodded without 
turning. 

" Oh yes, I believe you," she said, indifferently. 
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Then, before her mother could again speak, the 
girl left the room. 

On her own table she found another letter, and to 
her surprise recognised Carron's writing in the 
address. With a sudden foreboding of evil, she sat 
down and opened the letter. 

It was very long, written in pencil, and began — 

'* Before God, I swear you wronged your mother in 
thinking she believed what I said about you that day 
in Pont Street. Before God, I give you my word. 
Brigit, I am going to die, I cannot live. I don't like 
to live. The world is abominable. I hate everybody. 
I hate you. I hate God. The only way I can forget 
is to take morphine, and it is beginning to go back 
on me. Sometimes I don't feel it at all. And it is 
only the last of many friends to desert me — " 

There were four pages of this, growing more and 
more incoherent, and then at the last, the writer went 
on, his writing suddenly larger and more distinct, as 
if he had taken pains to render it legible — 

" I am going to die, Brigit, so good-bye. If you 
would have married me I should not have done this. 
It is all your fault Gerald Carron." 

For an instant her indignation at the incredible 
cowardice of the man crushed every other feeling. 
Then a thrill of horror came over her. Looking 
again at the last page she saw below the signature — 

" If you will come to see me at five o'clock to-morrow, 
and are kind to me, I won't do it" 

Returning to her mother's room the girl handed 
her the letter. ** Read the last page," she said briefly. 
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Lady Kingsmead shuddered. ** We most wire hioL 
Well tell him to come down here — he must be mad 
— I— oh,Brigit!" 

Brigit shook her head. " Of coarse he's mad. But 
we must go to him. We'll wire from the station — *' 

Hurrying her distracted mother to the train, the 
girl settled into a comer and remained in unbroken 
silence until they reached town. 

" It is odious, disgusting of him/' she broke out in 
the hansom as they went up St James Street " When 
he is quieted down, mother, you must make him 
understand that I absolutely refuse to accept the 
responsibility of his deeds. I never could bear 
him—" 

Lady Kingsmead nodded. '' It is the morphine he 
takes. He must go into one of these great cure 
places — or no, that is for drinking, I believe — " 

They had reached the house and gone up the 
stairs before she spoke again. " 1 hope he won't be 
violent," she declared, " I wish you hadn't insisted 
on coming. A wire would have done every bit as 
well—" 

No one answering the ring, Brigit tried the door 
on which a card bearing Carron's name was neatly 
tacked. 

To her surprise the door was open, and crossing 
the little ante-chamber, the two women went into the 
sitting-room. 

Lying on his face by the fireplace, in which red 
ashes still glowed, Gerald Carron lay dead, a revolver 
near him, his face in a small pool of blood. 



CHAPTER XIV 

LADY KINGSMEAD fainted dead away for 
once in her life, dropping in a huddled heap 
near the man she had loved and unloved. 

Brigit stared at them for a moment, wondering 
vaguely which of them was dead, which only faint- 
ing. Then, just as she was kneeling to raise her 
mother to a better position, the door opened and two 
men, one of them Giacomo, Carron's valet, entered 
in great haste. 

The second man was, he explained, a doctor, whom 
the valet had gone for on finding his master's body. 

The next few minutes were minutes that Brigit 
never forgot. The Italian servant, chattering and 
weeping, the young doctor helping her to loosen 
Lady Kingsmead's tight clothes; his hurried ex- 
planations and questions ; the very closeness of the 
air, with the smell of gunpowder still faintly per- 
ceptible. 

Lady Kingsmead, laid upon Carron's bed, came to 
in a few minutes in violent hysterics, and the young 
doctor, when he had given her a soothing draught, 
insisted on the two women leaving. 

'' I must send for the coroner," he explained, ** and 
it will be unpleasant. Your cab is still at the door, I 
think? May I have your address?" 

He was very civil and sympathetic, this young 
medico, but he was also rather too obviously im- 
pressed by his own importance on this gruesome 
T 289 
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occasion. Brigit gave him the address of her flat, 
and helping her mother into a four-wheeler, as more 
suitable than a hansom, the two women drove away 
towards Kensington. 

"I hadn't been in his rooms for years/' sobbed 
Lady Kingsmead, forgetting her complexion. ^ Did 
you see the pastel of me on the wall between the 
windows? And I gave him the clock too, for his 
thirty-fifth birthday. Oh, Brigit ! He loved me in- 
sanely, poor Gerald, perfectly madly, and so did I." 
She broke ofi*, to her daughter's relief, and sobbed 
again. 

Brigit's flat was warm and smelt unaired. Two or 
three letters lay on the mat inside the door, a huge 
blue-bottle boomed at a window trying to get out 

Lady Kingsmead lay down on Maidie Compton's 
Chesterfield and wept loudly. " Oh, Gerald, Gerald, 
how we loved each other," she wailed. " He would 
have died for me. He very nearly killed himself — " 

Suddenly the foolish woman sat up and pointed 
an accusing finger at her daughter. " And it is all 
your fault," she cried, bitterly, " he said so in that 
letter, my poor love. Your fault, and you my 
daughter. You broke his heart, you tortured him, 
and you took him from me. I — I hate you." 

Brigit stared coldly at her. " Don't make a fool 
of yourself, mother," she said. "You know perfectly 
well that there is not a word of truth in what you 
say." 

"There is, there is! It was when you began to 
grow up that he ceased loving me. It is all your 
fault. He wrote it to you. You are to blame ; you 
murdered him, his blood is on your head ! And I 
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scolded him when he told me about you and 
Joyselle. I refused to believe him. Oh, Gerald, 
Gerald ! " 

How much she believed of what she said it is im- 
possible to say, but her lack of self-control and her 
immense egotism were such that together they made 
a formidable force to argue against. 

Brigit sneered as she looked down at her. '* For 
Heaven's sake, don't be so ridiculous/' she said im- 
patiently. " And don't— lie." 

"I am not lying. He told me about you and 
Joyselle, and I believe him. Yes I do, I believe him. 
You are in love with the man, and that's why you 
don't marry his son — " 

"Look here, mother," Brigit's temper was rising 
fast. " Answer one question quietly, will you ? Do 
you believe what Grerald Carron told you about me 
and Joyselle?" 

And Lady Kingsmead, whose hysterical excite- 
ment was now well beyond control, screamed out 
that she did believe it. 

Brigit rose. " Very well. Think as you like. And 
— good-bye." 

She left the house without a word, and taking a 
hansom went straight to Golden Square. 

F61icit6, who was alone, kissed her kindly and in- 
sisted on giving her tea. This, however, Brigit refused. 
Desperate as she was, she had come to the point of 
feeling that she could never again accept the little 
woman's hospitality. What she was going to do she 
did not know, but she was not going to marry Theo, 
and she would never again come to Golden Square. 

** No, thanks," she said gently, *' I want to see your 
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offering to let her in. Behind him, on a table, she 
saw his violin-case — unopened, and her heart gave a 
glad hope. He had not been working. He had been, 
she hoped, unable to work. 

'* May I come in, Victor ? " she asked. 

Still he did not move. *' Why ? " he asked, uncom- 
promisingly. 

*' Because I have things to tell you. Don't be 
afraid ? I am not going to make a scene — " 

He drew, aside, and she went.in and closed the door. 
Papillon sprang at her with delight, and she laughed 
sadly. '' Ht is glad to see me," she said, '' aren't you, 
Yellow Dog?** 

Joyselle shrugged his shoulders and sitting down 
on the sofa lit a cigarette. " Well ? " he asked after 
a pause. 

Brigit sat down by him and took off her gloves. 

" Victor — why have thingrs — ^been as they have been 
of late ? - 

" Vou know why." 

'* Because the father in you is stronger than the 
lover?" 

** I have never been your lover," he retorted harshly, 
hurling the words at her as if they had been an 
accusation. 

She winced. *' I am speaking English. Well — 
was it your loyalty to Theo, that — that changed you ? " 

^I have been loyal, have I not? Juste del!** 
Risii^, he walked about the great room, his hands 
clasped behind him. '* My conduct was magnificent, 
was it not? Don't quibble with words, Brigit In 
plain language, I was a scoundrel, a beast, and now I 
an tiyioK to behave — not like a gentleman, but like 
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a decent man. And why, in Christ's name, you won't 
let me, I don't know.'* 

He was suffering, she saw with a sigh of relief. 
Then you still love me ? " she asked coolly. 
Yes. Does a man change in a week ? You are a 
child. Now tell me what you have come for — if you 
had any object other than your usual one of seeing 
how much I can endure, and then — go. I am strong, 
and you cannot make me change my mind, and I — 
I despise you for trying to make of me — the — thing 
I was at one time. But I am not made of stone, and 
you hurt me — almost too much." 

His voice was very even and low-pitched, but she 
shrank back in her corner and hastened to answer. 

" You wrong me. I have not come to tempt you. 
I have come — to tell you that nothing in the world 
nor out of it can induce me to marry Theo." 

" You will not—" 

" No, I will not marry him." 

Papillon, who had unearthed a long-cherished bone 
in a dark corner under a Dutch cabinet, dragged 
his treasure across the floor and laid it at his master's 
feet with a pleased growl. 

" You will not marry Theo ? " 

« No." 

She had risen and the two faced each other defiantly, 
while the little dog between them wagged his tail with 
joy. 

" Why ? " asked JoyscUe, sharply. 

''Because — I cannot I have dawdled and dallied, 
and refused to face things long enough. Now I see 
that the worst crime I could commit against him 
would be to marry him. I love you. Whether you 
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love me or not ; I love you, and I always shall. And 
I ask you as a g^eat favour to tell Theo for me that 
I cannot marry him.^ 

" But what are you going to do ? " 

His voice trembled and he spoke very slowly. 

" I am — going away. I don't know where. To 
Italy, probably, with the Lenskys. And I shall, I 
daresay, marry in the course of time." 

"Whom are you going to marry?" he cried, furi- 
ously, forgetting that she had just said that she loved 
him, and mad with jealousy. 

She laughed. " Qui salt ? I don't Possibly Lord 
Pontefract — he has just come back from the Andes — 
possibly someone whom — you do not know." 

" Then," returned Joyselle, very quietly. " I will 
kill him." 

And she could have laughed aloud. 

" You will tell Theo ? " she asked, picking up her 
gloves. 

'' No, I will not. I cannot. And you shall not go. 
Or yes — Brigit — you shall go — with me. If you will 
not marry him, then there is nothing between us. I 
have fought, I have done my best, but I can bear no 
more. We will go, you and I — " 

Catching her in his arms he held her close, whisper- 
ing incoherent, broken words in her ear, while the 
little yellow dog, thinking it was a game, snapped 
playfully at her trailing skirts. 

" You will go with me, my woman ? You and I 
alone, all alone ? For ever and ever and ever ? " 

And putting her arms round his neck she answered, 
** Yes, I will go with you. For ever." 



CHAPTER XVI 

BRIGIT MEAD did not go to bed at all that 
night. All night she worked in her little flat, 
making her plans, packing, and writing letters. 

She had burnt her boats and the relief was great. 
Having broken with her mother, there was no need 
for her to write to Kingsmead. To Tommy she sent 
a note, saying that she was going away, but would 
write soon and explain. 

To Pam Lensky she wrote a rather long letter, for 
there were some few things she wanted made clear. 

" Dear Pam," — she began abruptly — " I am going 
away with Victor Joyselle. I wonder if you will 
blame me ? In case you do, here is my only defence. 
I hate my present life, I am miserable without 
Joyselle, and he is miserable without me. My mother, 
with whom I have been on fairly decent terms since 
Tommy has been ill, is hopeless. Gerald Carron shot 
himself to-day, and mother, just, I honestly believe, 
to indulge her own taste for sentimental scenes, 
turned on me about him and pretended to believe a 
story he told her just before I left Pont Street — that 
I was Joyselle's mistress, in fact. If she believed 
the story I would forgive her, though it is not true, 
but I cannot forgive the kind of mind that can amuse 
itself with such vulgar melodrama. I have always 
disliked my mother, and now I simply cannot bear 
her any longer. 
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vsiim . sta. 



Tommy. Tommy, 
long, is nearly well. 
S3 crrrr to see me, bat he will 



ne nr^ n:! rr.rT.c? r^g 



it win bort him. 
.\5 r: Thee, r'anr, I an oeepiy grieved. He is a 
2ij -rfrr ^cma^ staz. bat I cannot marry him, 
zr ;c 22S ta^hrrs kmng me will not 
^:Larever his father does, Theo in 
'Z. a=d be. too, will forgive us. 
Fdlcize. 3ie has been very 
emi :l: ire. biic sbe has been stnpid and over self- 
r-mmienz. imi I mrr^ct ccosscer her. I most consider 
nm. Soe ttZ siSsz 22c I a=i indeed sorry, poor 
<cc.. rur Ix — he scall be barcy. So good-bj-e, Pam. 
xiinem-xr >-riir rw:r ^rr.er arc mother, and under- 
scino. "iVi ^ r; Firfs by rbe eleven o'clock train 
r>.^icrrrv izc tience — to Arcadia, as >iour people 
xsc-: r^ saT Ifv Icve tc vcc Brigit 
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3s^-rrA:-rrg rri:? lecrer. which she was far too sclf- 
ii:^:^asei: r,- r-^csicer seLfsb. Brtgit addressed it. 

T^cn ?ae .ccisc ever her clothes, packed them in 
r^rr?? Stjks. cce cc vb£cb she labelled ** To be called 
XT ' t2c cditfr r¥c c'C wbxh were to go with her. 

Iz v.i:> lcc§ after ccc wben she had finished her 
«*?r^ ,&:rc 5a: icv3 to rest. She was not tired, nor 
ciii sec :kci ,K3y $rec£al e x citeme n t. It had happened, 
^i«i: «.i5 xll* 12C it seeoed to her that she had always 
x:xTr»M tbis aigct with its letter-writing and packing. 

r<><xiccrT?w a: tab time they, she and Victor, would 
ic in F^iris. Anc then they would go — ^wherever he 
clkM<w Sbae did noC care. 

An^i. aMwu^k she did nee know it, this onformu- 
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lated mental attitude was the first sign in her of any 
approach to an unselfish love. 

Through the long hours she sat in her brilliantly- 
lighted little sitting-room, waiting for day. At five 
o'clock she switched off the electricity and opened 
the blinds. A wan light came in. 

" It is day. It is to-day I' she told herself aloud, 
her beautiful mouth quivering with happiness. " In 
four hours he will come." 

She made herself a cup of tea and then lay down 
on the sofa where her mother had lain the day before, 
and went to sleep. 

She dreamed that she stood in a sloping, very 
green meadow ; in the distance a flock of dingy sheep 
browsed, and some invisible person was playing a 
pipe ! " // etait une bergire. hd ron, ron, ron" — it was 
the nursery song Joyselle had played to Tommy when 
the little boy was ill. She smiled and moved her 
head. 

Then suddenly she was awake, and Theo stood 
before her. "Brigit," he said quietly, "my mother 
is dead. Will you come to father ? " 



CHAPTER XVII 

FJ^LICIT^ had died in her sleep beside her 
husband. An hour before he had waked, and, 
I>*ing quietly by her, thinking no doubt of the woman 
for whom he was going to desert her, he had by 
chance touched her hand as it lay on the counter- 
pane, with the shabby black rosary in it, and — the 
hand was cokL 

They had not called a doctor, for there was no 
doubt that she was dead, and she had hated doctors. 
She had been very happy the day before, and in the 
evening she had asked Joyselle to play to her — a 
thing she very rarely did. He had played, they had 
drunk some Norman cider, and gone to bed early. 

*' Father was tired," Theo added, as the hansom 
stopped. 

Bright dared not speak. Could it be that Joyselle 
had told her, after they had gone to their room ? 
He would have had to tell her either then or the 
next day — to-day. He had not feared to tell her, 
for his delirium was such that he feared nothing, and 
besides, she was always very gentle. 

^^ She will understand," he had told Brigit, " that I 
cannot help it" 

Had he told her? Had the last beats of that 
gentle heart been unhappy ones, or had the Madonna, 
to whom she prayed with such simple confidence, 
spared her that supreme shock, and allowed her to 
die happy with her man beside her ? 
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"Father has not spoken since — since the first," 
Theo whispered as they crept up the stairs. " I — he 
rather frightens me." 

The door of Fdlicit^'s room was closed, and for 
several seconds Brigit dared not open it. Then, 
very softly, she turned the handle, and motioning 
Theo not to follow her, went in. 

On the bed, the counterpane drawn smoothly over 
it, the little figure, with the rosary still between its 
fingers ; and kneeling by the pillow, his silvery hair 
flowing forward, Joyselle. 

He started on hearing the door open, and after a 
pause, rose. 

" She is dead," he said slowly. " My wife is dead." 

Brigit caught at a chair as she saw his face, for it 
was the face of an old man, blanched and wrinkled 
and hollow-eyed. 

" My wife is dead," he repeated. 

Then he turned to the table, and seeing her shabby 
old red-lined work-basket, took it up and held it to 
his breast. 

As he stood, his back to her, as to one who did 
not belong there, who was an intruder, he began to 
cry, great slow tears dropping into the basket, wetting 
the red lining and, no doubt, rusting the very needle 
she had used yesterday. 

Brigit saw his face in the glass. 

" Oh, Victor," she faltered, her hands clasped. 

He turned and pointed to the bed. 

**You will excuse me," he said, with an evident 
effort to be polite, " but I cannot talk. My wife is 
dead." 

And the girl turned and crept from the room. 
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She cac»3toocL And she left him as he wished 
a>ce vTth h5s vife, who was dead. 

Girrg quietly downstairs, she went to the nearest 
Arwer shop asd booght a great mass of the 3rel]ow, 
iCLed-teaved roses that Joyselle had once told 
rw hi Nonnasdy. 
she we- 1 back to Golden Square. 

- He will not leaTe her, Brigitte," Theo told her as 
be oec her on the stairs, ** and the doctor is troubled 
aboct hizL He says — the shock has been almost 
rx) great fcr — for his mind. I — I knew he loved her — 
otLftirU wuTT derze — but I never knew how much. 
Ah. o y dear. thc>- had grown together in the twenty- 
six vears xhcv were man and wife, and now she has 
left h:c2 — " The \XMing man put his arm on the 
balustrade arc wept quite simply and unrestrainedly. 

Jo^-'selle. who was sitting by his wife, looked up 
wher. Brigit entered with the roses, but he did not 



*- 1 have brought these — for ier — Beau-papa," the 
girl faltered, and he rose. 

" Thank you. Yes, she loved roses — ma F^licit^." 

Brigit noticed, with a thrill of horror, remembering 
what the doctor had said, that he spoke not quite 
distinctly ; his tongue was a little thick. 

*" Let us," she said, laying her hand on his shoulder, 
'* thank God that she died so happily, with you by 
her side." 

He passed his hand over his forehead where the 
halo of hair lay so untidily. 

" Yes. Let us thank God. You see, ma filU—\ 
have not been a good man, I have loved many 
women— or thought I did. I have betrayed her 
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love for me; I have — enfin^ I have not been good. 
But — it all meant nothing. She was the bride of my 
youth, the companion of my — of my young man- 
hood." He stammered again, and went on with the 
slight difficulty she had noticed before, ''and — I 
know now that after all, and in spite of all, I have 
loved only her, Filiciti, ma vietlle, tu nientends ? " 

He laid the roses on the pillow near her little 
peaceful face, and then sat down again. 

" My wife is— dead — " he added. 
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Cook (A. M.), M. A., and Merchant (C. E,\ 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek 
and Latin Literature. Third Edition. 
Cr. ^.-o. V. 6d. 

I^VTIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition. Cr.&vo. 
js.6d. 

Cooke-Taylor (R.W.). THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6./. 

Corelli (Marie). THE P.^SSING OF THE 
GREAT QUEEN. Second Kd. Fca6. Lto. is, 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr.^to. is. 

Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Cotes (Bverard). SIGNS AND POR- 
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 24 
Illustrations. Second Edition. DemyZvo. 
7S. 6d. net. 

Cotes (Rosemary). DANTE'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition, 
FcM/. Bvo. 2s. 6d.: leather^ 3*. 6d. net. 



BIBLE FLOWERS. With a 
and Plan. Fat/. Ssw. sx. 6d. mL 

Cowlciy (Abraham). See Little library. 

Cowper (Wnitemi). THE POEMS OF. 
Eaited with an Introductioo aod Notes by 
J. C Baiixt, M.A. Ilhistrated, iacKiding 
two unpublished designs by William 
Blaks. Demy 8v». to*. 6d. met. 

Cox (J. Charles), LL.D., F.S.A. See Little 
Guides, The Antiqtiary's Books, aod Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (Harold), B.A., M.P. LAND 
NATIONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATION. Second Edition revised, 
Cr. 8*». 3X. 6d met, 

Crabbe(Qeorge). See Little library. 

Cralfie(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Cr. 8tw. 3jr. 6d 

CraIk(Mrs.). See little library. 

Crane (Capt. C P.). See Little Guides. 

Crashaw (Richard). See Little libnry. 

Crawford (P. Q.). See Mary C. Danaoo. 

Crofts (T. R. N.X M.A. See Simplified 
French Texts. 

Cross (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF 
THE BIBLE. Fen/. Svo. ax. 6d. met, 

Cmlkshank (Q.). THE LOVING BAL- 
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With it 
Plates. Cr. i6mo. is. 6d. met. 

Cmnip (B.). See Wagner. 

Cunliffc (Shr P. H. BA Fellow of All Souk' 
College. Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many lUu^ 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. /» s vols. 
Quarto. 15X. each, 

Cansrugrhame (H. H.X CB. See Connois* 

seur's library. 
Cutts (E2. L.), D. D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Daniell (Q. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (P. O.). 

FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Fca/. 

%t>o. IS. 6d. 
Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 

The Italian Text edited by Pacbt Tovneks, 

M.A.,D.Litt. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
THE PURGATORIO.OF DANTE. 

Translated into Spenserian Prose by C. 

GoRix^N Wright. With the Italian texu 

Fca/. Svo. 2S. 6d. net. 
See also Paget Toynbee, Little library, 

Standard Library, and Warren .Vernon. 
Daiiey (Qeorgre). See Little Library. 
D*Arcy (R. f!), M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 

OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With 

numerous diaerams. Cr. 800. ax. 6d. 
Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur's 

Library and Little Books on Art. 
Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 

LONDON With 40 Illustrations in 

Colour by John Fullevlovb, R.I. InTivo 

Volumes. Demy 8r». 15*. net. 
Davis m. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 

of Balliol College, Author of * Charlemagne.' 

ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 

AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1373. With Maps 

and Illustrations. Demy 800. tor. 6eL met. 
Dawson (Nelson). SeeCoanoissettr's Library. 
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bawMO (Mrs. N.). See Little Books oo 

Art. 
Dean* (A. C). See Little Library. 
DMrnwr(MalMl). A CHILD'S LIFE OF 

CHRIST. With 8 Illustrations in Colour 

by E. FoKTBSCUB*BiucKDALJi. Lmrgt Cr, 

%V0. fa, 
Delb4M(Leoii). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Cr. 8iw. w. 
Deiiu»«thenM. AGAINST CONON AND 

CALLICLES. Edited by F. Dakwin 

SwirT, M.A. Stcond Edition. Fc»p, 

Dickens (Charles). S«e Little Library, 

I.P.L., and Chesterton. 
Diddnson (Bailly>. POEMS. Cr, %vo, 

Dickinson (O. L.). M.A., Fellow of Kuie's 
CoUeze, Cambridge. THE GREEK 
VIEW OF UFE. Sixth EdiiUm. Cr. 
Sftf . ax. b€L 

Dllke(L«dy), Bailey (Miss), and Wliltiey 
(Miss). WOMEN'S WORK. Cr, 8v». 

3X. td, 

Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur's Library 

and tattle Books on Art. 
DItctafield (P. H.X M.A., F.S.A. THE 

STORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS. 

With an Introduction by Augustus 

Jrssopp, D.D. SiC^md Editi^ti. Cr.Sva. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present Time. Cr, 8p0. 6$, 
ENGLISH VILLAGES. Illustrated. Src^nd 

Edittpm, Cr. %V9, »r. td, net. 
THE PARISH CLERK. With 31 

Illustrations. Third Editt9$u Dtmy ^00. 

-IS. 6d, net. 
DIzon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Swccnd Editicn. Cr,Zvo. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. S€t0Md Edition, Cr. %vo. 

Doney(May). SONGS OF THE REAL. 

Cr. 8tv. ys. 6d, net, 
A volume of poems. 
Dottffias iJames). THE MAN IN THE 

pOLPIT. Cr. 9v0. v. 6d, net, 

Dowden (J.X D.D., Lord Uit^p of Edin- 
burgh. See Churchman's Library. 

Drage (Q*)> See BooIca on Bujiiness. 

Driver (S. R.), D.D., D.C.L., Canon ofChrut 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr, Sve. 6*. 
See also Westminster Commentaries. 

I>ry(WakeUnr). See Little Guides. 

Drylittrst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

Da Bttissoa(J. C\ M.A. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
Dngttld (Ciuurles). See Books on Business. 

Damas (Alexander). MY MEMOIRS. 
Translated by E. M. Wallbr. With Por- 
traits. In Stjc l^eiumes* Cr, 8r». 6x. each. 
Volume I. 



D«nn(J.T)..I).Sc..aodMiindella(V. A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIK.NCK. 
With 114 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Cr, %oo, y. 6d, 

Dunstan (A. B.\ B.Sc See Junior Schuol 
Bodes and Textbooks of Science. 

Durham (The Barf of ). A REPORT ON 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 

Detuy %vo, 41. 6d, neL 
Dtttt(W. A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS. 

With coloured Illustrations by Fkank 

SOUTHCATK. Cr, 8tw. 6f. 

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA With 
16 Illustrations in colour by Frank South- 
CATB, R.B.A. Second Edition. Devty 
8cv. 7s. 6d. neL 
See also Little Guides. 

Barie (John). Bishop of Salisbury. MICKo- 
COSMOGRAPHIK, ok A PIECE OK 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Po^t 
i6mo, as net, 

Bdnonds(MaJorJ. B.X See W.B.Wood. 

Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown 800. 31. dd. net. 

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial 
Series. 

Bgan (Pierce). See LP. L. 

Efferton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OK 
BRITISH C()IX)N1AL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Isstie. Demy 9no, js. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is sJso published. 

Bl]a^(C.Q.). See Little Guides. 

EUerton (P. O.). See S. J. Stone. 

BUwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Ediudby C G. Cauur, 
M.A. Cr. 9vo, 6e, 

Epictetns. See Aurclins. 

Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIAN I, 
and in English the Manual of the Chri^ian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde, 1533. Fes/, 9oo, y. 6d. net, 

Pairbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO. 

SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 

Edition, Cr. %vo, 31. 6d, 
Parrer (Rofflnald). THE GARDEN OF 

ASI.\. Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. (a. 



(Albm). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 
8a Illustrations. Second Edition* Demy 
Zvo, lis, 6d. net. 

Ferrler (Susan). See Little Library. 

PIdler cr* ClaxteoX M.Insc CE. See 
Books on Business. 

Plelding (Hennr). See Standard Library. 

Plnn (S. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination 
Senes. 

PIrth (J. B.X See Little Guides. 

Pirth (C. n.\ M.A CROMWELL'S 
ARMY: A Hutorv of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr, tvo. 6s. 
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Rth«r (0. WA M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. lUttstrmted. 
Dtmy Zv0. los. td. 

RtzOenUd(BdwardV. THERUBAiyAt 
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- 
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr, 
8e<». fiir. See also Miniature Library. 

Pluaenad(H.P.). A CONCISE HAND- 
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TW^INERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated. 
Fca^. 8rv. v- 6</. net. 

PitziMtrick (5. A. C). See Ancient Citie>. 

Flecker (W. H.), M.A., D.CL., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 
TiiK Text ok Morning and Evening 
Praybk and Litany. With an Introduc* 
tion and Notes. Cr. %fw, ar. td, 

PluxJA. W.X M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy Zxm>, "js. 6ti. net, 

P«rteactte(/Vlr8.Q.>. See Little Books on An. 

Praaer (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN ; OR. WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Praaer (J. P.). ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With loo Illustrations. 
Fiflk Edition Cr.Zvo. 6*. 

Prench (W.), M.A. Sec Textbooks of 
Science. 

Preudenrelch (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNswoKTH Davis, M.A. Second Edition. 
Reviied. Cr. 8tw. m. 6<f. 

Pttlford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Qallaher (D.)and Stead (W. J.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealanders in England. With 35 Illustra* 
tions. Demy Zvo. \os.6d,net. 

QalUchan (W. M.>. See Little Guides. 

Qambado (Qeoffrey, Esq.). See I.P.L. 

Oaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library*. 

Oasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary's Books. 

aeorffe(H. B.). M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fonrtk 
Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter 
including the South African War. Cr. tzfo. 
^s.6d. 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bro. 3j. 6d, 

Oibbliu (H. de B.), litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES, With 5 Maps. F^mrtk 
EditUm, Demy 8rv. xor. 6d, 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OP 
ENGLAND. TkirUtnik Edition. Re- 
vised. With Maps and Plans. Cr. Ssw. 3s. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORM SRS. 
Second Edition, Cr. dno. ax. 6d. 

See also Commercial Seiics and R. A. 
Hadfield. 

Qibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRK. 
Edited with Notes, Appendices, and Maps. 
by J. B. Bury, M.A^ Litt.D., Regius Pro- 
fessor of Greek at Cambridge, /a ^^nr* 
Volumes. DemyZvo. GiUUp^U.^.emck. 
Also^ Cr. %vo. 6*. eetck. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited by G. Bikkbbck Hill, 
LL.D Cr. Zvo. ts. 
See also Standard Library. 

Qlbaon (E. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop, of 
Gloucester. See Westnuoster ConmienCarie>. 
Handbooks of Theolc^^, and Oxfionl Bio- 
graphies. 

Qilbert(A. R.). See Uttle Books on Art 

Qloaj: (M. RO and Wyatt (Kate M.). A 
BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS. 
With 34 Illustrations in Colour. Demy 
Zfvo. los. 6d. net. 

Godfrey (EUzabeth). A BOOK OF RL- 
MEMBRANCE. Edited by. Fcm^ 8:v. 

Qodley (A. D.X M. A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. os. 6d. 

YERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition. 
Fctih. 8rv. sx. fid. 

SECOND STRINGS. Fce^. %oo. as. 6d. 

Qoldsmlth (Oliver). THE VICAR OF 
WAKEFIELD. Fca^ z^mo. With 10 
Plates in PhotcM^vure by Tony Johannou 
LeatkeTf ax. 6£ net. 
See also I.P.L. and Standard Library. 

Goodrich- Preer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 
SADDLE. Demy Boo. is. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Qorst (Rt. Hon. 5lr Jotani. THE CHIL- 
DREN OF THE NATION. Second 
Edition. Demy Zvo. 71. 6d. net. 

Qoudge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Wells 
Theological CoU^e. See Westminster 0)fn- 
mentanes. 

araham(P. Anderson). THE RURAL 
EXODUS. Cr. %vo. sx. td. 

Qranffer (P. S.\ M.A., LitLD. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. as. 6d. 
THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Cr.Svo. 6s. 

Qray(B. McQueen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr. 
Zvo. as. 6d. 

Oray(P. L.X B.Sc THE PRINCIPLES OF 
^IAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With x6i 
Diagrams. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 

Qreea (O. BaddaDdX M.A., late Fellow 
of St. John's College. Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. 
Second Edition. Crown Ssw. 3s. 6eL 
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Oreeo (6. T.), M.A. See Churchmmn's 
Library. 

OraraldMrA. H. J.X M.A A HISTORY 
OF ROME: Prom x33-zo4 b.c Demy 

Qraeowell (Dora). See Mbiature Library'. 

areffory (R. A.). THE VAULT OF 
HCAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. 8tw. 2/. bd. 

QreffOffir (Miss B. C). See Library of 

Devotion. 
QrubbCH. C). See Textbooks of Technology. 

OwynnCM. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
New and cheaper issue. Royal ^iw, ^.tuL 

Haddon (A. CA ScD., F.R.S. HEAD. 
HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrarions and a 
Map. DemyZvo. 157. 

HadfieldCR. A.) and QlbMns (H. de B.). 
A SHORTER WORKINC; DAY. Cr, 
8rv. 3*. M, 

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. Q.). THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
Illustrated. Second Edition^ revised. 
Demy Sew. lor. 6tl. net. 

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
With numerous Plans and Illustrations. 
Second Ediiiotu Royal %oo. zo*. 6d, net. 

Hamilton (P. J.)t !>. D. See Byzantbe Texts. 

Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 
FOX. Demy ^vo. xos. td. 

Hannay (P.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, 1200-16S8. Illus- 
trated. Demy %vo, 71. 6d. each. 

Hannay (James OA M.A. THE SPIRIT 
AND ORIGIN^ OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Cr. 8cw. ts, 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Fcm^. 
Zx*o. 3«. 6d. net. 

Hardle(Martln). See Connoisaeor's Library. 

Har« (A. T.X M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. 
With numerous Diai^ms. Demy 8tw. 6s. 

Harrison (CUfford). READING AND 
READERS. Fca/. 8tv. 2s. 6d. 

Harvey ( AlfrodX M- B. See Ancient Cities. 
HawthomeCNathanlcl). See Little Library-. 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Cr, 8vo, IX. net. 

Heath (Prank R.X See Uttle Guides. 

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library. 

Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawfokd. Rcm^ Spo. y. 6d. 

Henderson (B. W.X Fellow of Exeter 
Collece, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Illustrated. New and ckea^r 
issue. Demy fc-tf. 7*. 6d, tut, 

AT INTERVALS. Fcm^lvo. ss. 6d. ntt. 

Hooderson (T. P.). See Little Library and 
Oxford Biographies. 



Henloy (W. B.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Stceimd Edition, Cr. Sew. w. 6d. net. 

Honley ( W. B.)and Whibloy (C.) A BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. Cr.%vo. 2s. M. 
net, 

, Henson (H. H.X B.D., Canon of Wesimin^ter. 

APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY : As Illus- 
I trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 

Corinthians. Cr. 9vo, 6s. 
LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 

Social Sermons. Cr. Btfo, 6s. 

Herbert (Qeorfe). See Library of Devotion. 

Herbert of Cberbnry (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hewlns (W. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr.Sx'o. 

9S. 6d. 

Hewitt (Bthel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL 
A Day Book of ProiW aud Verse. Fcaf>. 
%vo. 2S. 6d. n4t. 

Hevwood (W.). PALIO AND PONTK : 
A Book of Tuscan Garner. Illu:>trated. 
Royal Zoo. 3i« <•//. 
See also St. Francis of Assisi. 

Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Hill (Henry), a A, Headmaster of the Boys 
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Cr. Zvo. ys. 6d. 

Hind (C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
With 16 Illustrations in Colour by Wiluam 
Pascor, and 30 Photographs. Cr. 8iv. 6j. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hirst (P. W.) See Ikwks on Business. 

Hoare(J. Douglas). ARCTTIC EXPLORA. 
TION. WitTi 18 Illustrations and Maps. 
Demy Zro, ys. 6d. net. 

Hobhouse(L. T.X Fellow of CCC, Oxford. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy Bvo. los, 6d. net. 

Hobson(J.A.),M.A. INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles. 
Cr. 8cw. ST. 6d. net. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. SijstA Edition, 
Cr. Zvo, 2S. 6d. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 
PLOYED. Third Edition. Cr.9vo. 2s.6t/. 

HodflrMn (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of 
Reugion. 

HodffSonfMrs. W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 
Edition, Post Bvo. 6s. 

! Hoffjr (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 
' AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A S-rKKATraiLD. Ecet^, Bvo. 9s, ntt. 

Holden-StOBO (O. de). See Books on 
Buuness. 

Holdich (Sir T. H.). K.C.I.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Record of Twenty Years. IUu:»- 
trated. DemyBro. ios.6d.net. 
.\ Colunial Edition ik aIm published. 
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HokUwortk (W. S.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. Im 7\d0 y^iumu*. 
VoL I. Demy Zva. io». 6J. ntt. 

Holland (H. Scott), Canon of St. Paul's 
Sc« Library of Devotion. 

Holt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU- 
LARITY : How to Achieve Social Sncoess. 
Cr, %vc. xs. 6d. H€t. 
A Colonial Edition b also pablished. 

HolyoidMCa. J.). THE CO-OPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. F^rtA Edition, 
Cr, Zvc. 2i. 6(/. 

HoneCNatluuilelJ.). See Antiquary's Books. 

Hoppnor. See Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Cb&sical Translations. 

HoratNUTii(B. L. S.X M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative and Critidsm. With Plans. 
Second Edition.. Cr. 8tw. 5X. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 

Horth (A. C). See Textbooks of Technology. 

HortoaCR. P.XD.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Hoolo (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With 
lUustraiions and a Map. Second Edition. 
Demy 8tw. jt. 6d. not. 
A (^loniaJ Edition is also published. 

How (P. D.). SIX GREAT SCH(X)L- 

M ASTERS. With Portraits and lUu^a- 

tions. Seci>nd Edition. Demy Zvo. js. td. 
HoweU (A. a. Ferrers). FRANCISCAN 

DAYS. Translated and arranged by. Cr. 

%vo. 35. 6</. net. 
HoweU ifa.). TRADE UNIONISM— New 

AND Old. Fourth Edition, Cr, Zvo. 

Hod'soo (Robert). MEMORIAI^ OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. lUustrated. 
DemtyZvo, iss.net. 

Hnrslas (Sir William), K.C6., O.M., 
D.C.L., F.R.S. THE ROYAL SOCIETY ; 

OR, SCIKNCIC IN THE StATE AND IN THE 

Schools. With 35 Illustrations. IVide 

Royal 8va. as. 6d. net. 
Hnghes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF 

SHAKESPEARE. An En^li^ Antho- 

^ogy. With a Preface by Sidney Lee. 

Demy Sz'O. 3^. 6d. net. 
Hoffhes rrhonuu). TOM BROWN'S 

SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 

and Notes by Vernon Rend all. Leather. 

Royal \7mo, ax. 6d. net. 
Hutchinson (Horace Q.) THE NEW 

FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 

50 Pictures by Walter Tvnoalb and 4 

by Lucy Kemp- Welch. Third Edition. 

Cr. 9vo. 6s. 
Hotton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion and Library of Devotion. 
Hntton (Edward). THE CITIES OF 

UMBRIA. With many Illustrations, of 

whidi 90 are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Second 

Edition. Cr.&vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Second Edition. 

With many Illufttrations, of which 24 are in 

C(4ottr, by A. W. Riminutu:;. Demy Zvo. 

js. 6d. net. 



FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS 
CANY. With Coknued IlhntiaUoiu by 
William Pakkimsom. Cr. %oa, tt. 
A Colooial Edition is abo pabliiKM. 

ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with 
an Introdoctloa. Fcei^. 9ioa, y. 6d. met. 

Hntton (R.H.). See Leaden of Rdisioa. 

Huttoa (W. H.X M.A. THE LIFE OF 
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Ftetnitk 
Second Edition. Cr.%00. 5c 
See also Leaders of Religion. 

Hyde (A. O.) GEORGE HERBERT AND 
HIS TIMES. With 33 lUustzatiam. 
Demy 8sw. zoc 6eL tut. 

Hyett (P. A,\ A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Demy 9oo. 7*- 6d. met 

ibaen (Henrlk). BRAND. A Dram. 
Translated by Wiluam Wilson. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 

tnge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertford College, (Word. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bamptoo Lactam Cor 
1809. Demy 8«v. t9s. 6d. met. See abo 
LiSrary of Devotion. 

lnnes(A. D.\ M.A. A HISTORY OFTHE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Bfaps aad 
Plans. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Demy 8tw. los. 6d. met. 

Jackaon (C. E.X B.A. See Textbooks of 

Sdence. 
Jackaon (S.X M.A. See Commerdal Series. 
Jackson (P. Hamilton). See Uttk Goido. 
Jacob (P.X M.A. See Junior Kxamination 

Series. 
James (W.H.N.).A.R.C.S.,A.L£.E. See 

Textbooks of Tedmology. 
Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUSTS, POOLS, 

AND CORNERS. Cr. 8cw. u. 6d. 
See also Books on Business. 
Jeff revs (D.Owyn). DOLLY'S THEATRL 

CALS. Described and Illustrated with 34 

Colotired Pictures. Super RoyeU i6imo. M.6d. 
Jenks (B.X M.A., Reader of Law in the 

University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 

GOVERNMENT. Seeomd Editiom. Cr. 

Szfo. as. 6d. 
Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on ^\rL 

Jennings (Oscar), M.D., Member of the 
Bibliographical Society. EARLY WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS, containing over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Pictorial Letters 
of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centories. 
Demy 4 to. 3i<. net. 

Jessopp (AusrnstnsX D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Jevons (P. B.X M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield's HalU Durham. RE- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. B9e. 
3X. 6d. net. 

See also Churchman's Library and Hand* 
books of Theology. 

Johnson (Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD- 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo. xos. 6d. net. 
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Johnston (Sir H. HA K.CB. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly aoo 
Illustratioos and Six Maps, rhird Edition, 
Cr, 4ta, lis. lui. 
A Colonial E<lid<Mi is also published. 

Jones (R. Crompton), M.A. POEMS 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
rkirUentkEditiom. Fca^.9tf0. as.6d.iuL 

Jones (H.)» See Commercial Series. 

Jones CH. P.). See Textbooks of Science. 

Jones (L. A. AtherieyXJCC, M.P. THE 
MINERS' GUIDE TO THE COAL 
MINES REGULATION ACTS. Cr.Svo. 
7S. 6d. tut. 

COMMERCE IN WAR. Royal^vo. 9u.ntt. 

Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library. 

Juliana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA. 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Ed.by Grace 
Wakkack. Second Edit. Cr. 8&0. y. M. 

Juvenal. See Classical Translations. 

'Kapmu* LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 
A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr. Zvc, 
3X. 6d. $uL 

Kaufmann (M.). SOCIALISM AND 
MODERN THOUGHT. Sscond Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d ntt. 

Keatlnff (J. P.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
THETEUCHARIST. Cr.ivo. y.6d. 

Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by £. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Sscond Edition, Demy ivo. 
7S, 6d. mt. 

REALMS OF (}OLD. Selections from the 
Works of. Fca^. 8tw. y. 6d. net. 

See also Little Library and Standard 
Library. 

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock , 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated 
byR.ANNiNcBsLU TAird Edition, Fcap. 
Zvo. y. td. ; padded morouo^ 5i; 
See also Library of Devotion. 

Kelynock (T. N.), M.D., M.R.C.P., Hon. 
Secretary of the Society for the Study of 
Inebriety. THE DRINK PROBLEM 
IN ITS MEDICO -SOCIOLOGICAL 
ASPECT. Edited by. With a Diagrams. 
Denty Zvo, js. 6d. net. 

KempTs (thonuu A). THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C M. Gerk. 
TAird Edition, Eta/. Zvo. y.6d.: /added 
morocco. 5^. 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr. 
Zvo, 31. 6d. See also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr. Zvo, 3*. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Kennedy (James Hon^hton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THI ANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

Klmmlns (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illuj*- 
tiated. Cr. Zvo. .is, Cd, 



KInglakeCA. W.). See LitUe Library. 
Kl^lnff (Rndyard). BARRACK-ROOM 

BALLADS. ZotJk Thousand. Twenty 

second Edition, Cr, Zioo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 6yd Thmsand. 

Eleventh Edition, Cr. 8cv. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE FIVE NATIONS. A^t Thousand, 

Second Edition, ^ Cr. Zvo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also jniblished. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition b also published. 
Knirht (Albert B.). THE COMPLETE 

CRICKETER. Illus. DemyZvo. 7s.6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Knight (H. J. C), M.A. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
KnowUng (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New 

Testament Exegesis^ at King's College, 

London. See Westminster Commentarie». 
Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illuslnited 

/n Seven yoiumes. Demy Zvo, ys.6d.eack. 
See also Little library and E. V. Luca&. 
Lambert (P. A. H.)» See Little Guides. 
Lambros (Professor). SeeByaantineTexti.. 
Lane-PooierStankyX A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 

Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
LanjFbrid|re(P.XM.A. BALLADSOFTHE 

BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 

Courage, and Omstancy. Third Edttion. 

Cr. Zvo. 9S. 6d. 
Law (William).^ See Library of Devotion 

and Standard Library. 
Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 
SHIRE. A Biography. With Z2 Illustra- 
tions. Demy Zxh>, j2s. 6d, net 
See also James Braid. 
GREAT GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. 

With 34 Portraits. Demy Zvo, •js.6d,net. 
Le Broz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. Translated by Frances M. 

GosTUNG. Illustrated in colour. Second 

Edition, Demy %vo. js. 6d. net. 
Lee (Captain L. Melville). A HISTORY 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Zvo. 

xs. 6d. net. 
Lehrh(Perclval). THECOMIC ENGLISH 

(jRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 

of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 

Leech. Post x6mo. ». 6d. net, 
Lewes (V. B.X M. A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ar. 6d. 
Lewis (Mrs. Qwyn). A CONCISE 

HANDBOOK OF (^ARDEN SHRUBS. 

Illustrated. Fca/. Zvo. y. 6d. net, 
UslefPOrtnndede). See Little Boc^on Art. 
Uttlehales (H.). See Antiquary's Books. 
Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble 

College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 

BUILDER. Second Ed. Cr.Zvo,v.6d. 
THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

Cr. 8tw. 6r. 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

of Devutlou. 
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Lacker (P.). See LatUe Ubnry. 

Lodge (Sir OUifw), F.R.S. THE SUB- 
STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A Carechism for Parents 
and Tcadiers. SttftmtkEd. Cr. iv0. ar. net, 

LofthMMCW. F.XM.A. ETHICS AND 
ATONEMENT. With a Fiwtispiece. 
Demy 8tw. km. net. 

LMMrfollowdf: W.). See Little Ubranr. 

LoriiiMr (OeorM Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
IX) HIS SON. SixUentk Editipn, Cr.Svo. 

A Colonial E^lition is also published. 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Editum. 
Cr. 8rw. 6«. 
A Colonial Edition is alM> published. 

Lover (SamuelX See I. P. L 

B. V. L. and C. L. O. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficiency. I Ilustrated by Gbokgb Morrow. 
Fourth Edition. FcaA, 4to. ix. net. 

LocosCB.V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With 35 Illustrations. TJkird 
Edition. DemySvo. ^ fs. td. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which ao are in Colour 
bpr Hbrbbrt Marshall. Seventk EditioM. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. ^ ^ ^ 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16 
Illustrations in Colour by Nelson Dawson, 
and 36 other Illustrations. Ef/ik Edition. 
Cr. 6vo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 8wtf. 5*. 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- 
farers. Eleventh Edition. Fca^. %oo. sr. ; 
India Paper ^ -js. 6d, 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Edition. J'cap. 
8tv. 5X. ; India Paper^ 7*. 6d. 

Lucian. See Classical Translations. 

i4yde (L. W.), M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Lydon(NoeI S.). Seejunior School Books . 

Lytteltoii(Hon.Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. Cr. 8vo. a*. 6d. 

Macanlay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 

TORICAL ESSAYS. F^litedby F. C. Mon- 

TAGUE, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr. 8vo. iRs. 

The only edition of this book completely 

annotated. 

M'AIIenCJ. E B.). M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacCullOCh (J. A.). See Churchman's 
Library. 

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY 
STUART. With over 60 Illustrations, in- 
cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 
Second and Cheaper Edition. Cr, 8vo, 6s. 
See also I>eaders of Religion. 

McDermott(B. R.). See Books on Business. 

M*DowaII(A. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay (A. M.). See Churchman's Library. 
Macklin (Herbert W.), M.A. Sec Anti- 
quar>'';> Uool^b. 



Mackoaxie (W. LeaUeX M.A.. MP, 
D.P.H., etc THE HEALTH OF 1 HL 
SCHOOL CHILD. Cr. 8cwl m. &/. 

Mdllo Mori (Aathor oh. ST. CATHER- 
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES. 
WithaSIUostzations. DgmySiM. js.6d.net. 

Manas (Laiirl^M.A. A PRIMER OF 
WORDSWORTH. Cr. 8tw. 9s.6d. 

Maliaffy(J. PAUtLD. A HISTORY OK 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
FuUy Illustrated. Cr. 8tw. 6£. 

Maltlaild(P.W.X LL.D.1 Downing^ Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN £NG< 
LAND. Royal8v0, jt. 6d. 

Maiden (H. B.X M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A CompanioD to the History of 
England. Cr. Srw. v* ^, 

THE ENGLISH CITliSfiN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Setfenth Edition. Cr, 
ivo. IS. 6d. 
See also School Histories 

Marchant (E. C,\ M.A.. Fellow of Peter, 
house, Cambrid;^ A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY Second Edition. Cr.9vo. y.6d. 
See also A. M . Cook. 

Marr(J. E.)l F.R.S., Fellow of St John\ Col- 
lege. Cambridge. THE SCHCNTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Secoesd Editiom. 
Illustrated. ^ Cr. Sr^. 6s. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated. 
Cr. %vo. 6s. 

Marriott (J. A. R.). FALKLAND AND 
HIS TIMES. With so Illustr.ttiuns. 
Second Ed. Demy 9>vo, 7s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library. 

Maaefleld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. 8.-w. 
ys. 6d net. 

ON THE SPANISH MAIN. With -•= 
Illustrations and a Map. Demy S»l 
jox. 6d. net. 

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Edited and 
Selected by. Cr. 8cv. 3*. 6d, net. 

Maskell (A.). See Connoisseur's Librar>-. 

Mason (A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Rdi^on. 

Maaseemeorflre). THE EVOLUTION 01 
P LANT LI FE : Lower Forms. Illustrated. 
Cr, Svo. as. 6d. 

Masterman (C. P. O.X M..\., M.P. 
TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS 
TEACHER. Cr. 8t>o. 6s. 

Matheson (Mrs. B. P.). COUNSELS OK 
LIFE. Feap. Bvo. 2s. 6d. net. 

May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 
Second Edition, ^to. is. net. 

Mellows (Bmma S.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 
9fo. y. 6d. 
Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRACK DV 
OF SOUTH AFRICA- Cr. 8w. ^j. nt:. 
Also Cr. 8c'<;. yl. net. 
A revised and enlarged edition of the 
author's 'Peace or War in Souili 
Africa.' 
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ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six. 

TBBN LkTTBRS TO THE RiCHT HON. 

Joseph Chambbklain, M. P. Stvtntk EM- 

titn, Cr. 8cw. %d. ntt, 
MUes (BostECo). M.A. LIFE AFTER 

LIFE, OR. THE THEORY OF REIN- 

CARNATION. Cr.ivo. ^, 6d.net, 
MlUalt (J. Q.\ THE LIFE AND LET- 

TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 

MILLAIS, President of the Rojrml Academy. 

With many Illustrations, of which 9 are in 

Photogravxire. New Edition, Demy Zvo. 

js, 6d. net. 
See also Little Galleries. 
Mlllin (a. P.>. PICTORIAL GARDEN. 

ING. Illustrated. Cr. Bth?. \$, 6d, net. 
MHUe (C. T.X M.I.M.F^ See textbooks of 

Technolojnr. 
Milne (J. O.). M.A. A HISTORY OF 

ROMAN EGYPT. FullylUus. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
Milton (John). A DAY BOOK OF. 

Edited by R. F. Towndrow. /Vo/. tvo. 

3f . 6d. net. 
See also Little Library and Standard 
Library. 
MInchIn (H. C.),M. A. See R. Peel. 
MltchelKP. Chalmerj), M. A. OUTLINES 

OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi- 

tion. Cr. 8ri». ts. 
MItton (Q. B.i JANE AUSTEN AND 

HER TIMES. With many Portraits and 

lUastrations. Second and Cheaper Edition. 

Cr. 8t«#. 6$. 
A Colonial Edition b also published. 
MoffEt (Msry M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 

PRUSSIA. With 30 Illustrations. Fourth 

Edition. Demy SriF. ft. 6d. net. 
* Moll (A.).* See Books on Business. 
Moir (D. M.X See Little Library. 
Mollnos(Dr. Mlchaoi deX See Library of 

Devotion. 
Money (L. Q, ChlozzE), M.P. RICHES 

AND POVERTY. Third Edition. Demy 

Zvo, 5r. net. 
MontEfuCHenryX Earl of Manchester. See 

Library of Devotion. 
MontElme. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited 

by C. F. Pond. Fcaj^ Zvo. 31. 6d. net. 

Montmorency (J. E. Q. deX B.A., LL.B. 
THOMAS A KEMPIS, HIS AGE AND 
BOOK. With aa lUustrations. Second 
Edition. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net, 

Moore (H. E.). BACK TO THE LAND. 
An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. Cr. 
Sro. us. 6d. 

MoorhottM (E. HfillEm). NELSON'S 
I^DY HAMILTON. With 51 Portraits. 
Second Edition.^ Demy 8rw. 7^ . 6d. net. 
A Colonial EUiition is also published. 

MorEn(ClfirenceQ.). See Ik>okson Business. 

More (Sir ThoniEiX See Standard Library. 

Morflll (W. R.X Oriel College, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Maps and Plans. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. 

Morich (R. J.\ late of Clifton College. See 
School Examination Series. 



Morris (JA THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With ^4 IllnstrationB. Demy 8tv. izs. 6d. 
net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Morris (J. B.>. See Little Guides. 

Morton (MUs Andorsoo). See MUs Brod* 
rick. 

Mou!e(H. C. O.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur. 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 

Mulr (M. M. PEttisonX M.A. THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 
Cr. Zvo. 9S. 6d* 

MondellE ry. A.X M.A. See J. T. Dunn. 

Monro (R.X LL.D. See Antiquary's Books. 

NeveI Officer (AX See I. P. L. 

Nenl (W.O.J. SeeR.N. HalL 

NewBum CBmcstX HUGO WOLF. 
Demy Zvo. 6s. 

NewniEn(Qeonre),M.D..D.P.H.,F.R.S.E , 
Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo- 
mew's Hospital, and Medical Oflicer of 
Health of the Metropolitan Borough of 
Fmsbury. INFANT MORTALITY. A 
Social Problem. With 16 Diagrams. 
Demy Zvo. js, 6d. net. 

Newmsn (J. H.) End others. See Library 
of Devotion. 

NIchoU (J. B. B.X See Little Library. 

NIckUn nr.X M.A. EXAMINATION 
P.\PERSINTHUCYDIDES. Cr. Zvo. ai. 

Nlmrod. See I. P. L. 

NoiYEte (O. Lo OrysX THE LIFE OF 
SIR WALTER SCOTT. Illustrateil. 
Demy Zvo, js. 6d. net. 

NorroMErd (B. W.X THE GREAT 
SIEGE : The Investment and Fall of Port 
Arthur. Illustrated. Demy Zvo, xos. 6d.net. 

Norwsy (A. H.^ NAPLES. With as CoL 
oured Illustrations by Maurice Grrifprn. 
HACEN. Second Edition. Cr.Zvth 6s. 

NovElls. THE DISCIPLES ATSAIS AND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 
Una Birch. Fcap. Zvo. v. 6d. 

Oldfleld (W. J.X M.A., Prebendary of 
Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 
Based on the Catechism op the Church 
OP Ehcland. Fea^ ZxfO. as. 6d. 

Oldhsm (P. M.X B.A. See Textbooks of 
Sdence. 

OlIphEnt (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religioo. 

Onifin(C. W. CX M. A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. The Middle Ages, from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth (^tury. Illus* 
trated. Demy Zvo. zor. 6d. net. 

(Htley (R. L.XD.D. See Handbooks of 
Theology and Leaders of Religion, 

Overton (J. H.X See Leaders of Religion. 

Owen (DottfflasX See Books on Badness. 

Oxford(M. N.X ofGuy's HoapiuL A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo, 31. 6d. 

Pnkes (W. C CX THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. lUustrated. DemyZivo, x^s. 

PElnier(PrederickX WITH KUROKI IN 
MANCHURIA. Illustrated. Third 
Edition, Demy 8rv. js. 6d. tut. 
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ParkM' <anb«rt). A LOVER-S DtARV. - ' 
Fcmf. »». jt , , 

l>VkM CA. K.\. SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. A™/. Se». ii. 6i*. 

ParUaMStJolinV PARADISI IN SOLE I 
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS. OR A i 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. Ftla. £i, v. ntl. 

ParMMMw (Jabo). KELiaTROPES, OR , 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, ife^ 
Edited by Pebcival Lakdon. QMtrto. 

It (Prdf. Ltoa). S« Byontiiie 

_ CKaent). GARRICK 

HIS CIRCLE. Wiih rf lllo.irm. 

„jinv Snmt EJilin. Dtmj Bps. 
II. W. %tl. 

A Coloiiial Edition i> olio published. 
PmoL S« Libraiy of DeviHKn. 
RutdB (Oeorta). SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. With oin no IlliuDUtaai. 

1& alv>l.[iile llookt on Atl uid LP. L. 
LADY HARY WORTLEV MONTAGU. 



. Dtmyl 



IIIuu 



RbUtmhKW. R.XHciuunln Swift). LIFE'S 
QUESTIONING?;. Cr.Sw. v.id.ntl. 

IfattoniMKA. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATl'K.\LIST. IHuslreled in 

Cf. !iv. ii. 
NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 

A MriM of obwrralioiK on tht Biids, 
Fi«h«.. .Mnmiimls. Reptile- --' •'-"■ 

Umrbood. w'ilh a'tsi™"!!!*' 

SoklTKCtCK. SH»nd EJI, 



* 



Peacock (N. 
PMke (C. . _. _ „ 
CISE HANDlli 



It. XVII™ AKD XVlIlTl 

. Ftwrtk ElUtirm. 

Xth to XXX™ Dtii»*t™s. 

KFr*. Un.D. 

1.H EcTiT. J. G. Kn-E, M.*. 

r:v^n- In THS MlDn.B Acp. 

u, M.A. 



SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THKTELL 
EL AM ARK A TABLETS. Cr.Bwi. «.W 

EGYPTL^N TALES. lUiutnunl b» Tmi- 
TiAM Ellis, /s 7>w Vtlmm^. Cr. >k 



E^VPTIAN DECORATIVE ART, 



lilluIrUionL <7f. Btw. w. 

ruiuJpi (W, A.). See Oxford I-—,.-, — 

PhlllintU IBdra). MVDEVOlT^^ 

Wiih i8 llliiMrmioiH by I. L»™ Peti 

OP*IGo5c*ANb DOWN ALONG. 
lUuicniied by Cudde SKsmiHot. 

Plur (Victor a. X See Scbool Kiuonn. 

Plato. See Sundanl Ubnry. 

PUntB*. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, w«t 

■a Introdaaion.TexlnliNote^or-' - ''— 
menury, by W. M. LtKD'i. " ' 
JesmCotltic.O.ford. Drmy* 
PlowdMi-Wu4law <J. T.\ 

Collene, Cambridgf. " " '" 
lion Se/ie.. 



lioKiuUB 
>lf ^AR. 



', Felkiw ai 



KScbDoIEn 



LEGIONARY, Cr. «™. 6f, 
Pollan) (AllceX SeeUti'-""'-- 
P<>llard(A. W.). OLDP: 

Pollard (GIluF.). See Liitle Bookm an An. 



i CON. I 



Pollock (David), M. 



f''^HAN*ii)OK'^ of" GARDp'n ' Pottir (iW. CX M.A,, F.LS. A TEXT- 
ANNUAL AND BitNNlXLpESSfS | BOO^OKAGRICuItURAL BOTANV. 



Willi 14 ItluuralioD 
•■(Rat 



Fta/. Btv. 31. 6d.mtl. 



'iicimd Edition. Cr. ■*>. 



l.f"-^> "■*■ ! Power (J. O'Connor). THE I 



Pa«l(S«neyXI«cKello.. _ 
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PT}(«(LL.'].M.A,Fena<iraf Olid Colkce, 
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POLITICAL ECONOMY. Faunk BJi- 
tin. Cr.^-K. >!.&/. 
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Puffn mnd RowlandfOB. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
Miniature. With X04 niostrations in 
colour. In Three Vohtmes. Small 4(0. 
£2, V. net. 

*Q* <A. T. QnlUer Coach). THE 
GOLDEN POMP. A Procession op 
Bngush Lyrics. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 
9s. td. net 

SuevedO VtllegpS* See Miniature Library. 
.R. and E.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. Cr.%t>0. 6r. 
A Colonial Edition \% alM published. 

Rsckham (R. B.X M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Raffff (Laura M.). THE WOMEN-ART- 
rSTS OF BOLOGNA. With 90 lUus- 
trations. Demy Zvo. is, 6d. net. 

Ra«r (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. DANTE 
AND HIS ITALY. With 39 Illustra- 
tions largely from contemporary Frescoes 
and Documents. Demy Srvr. i%s. 6d, net, 

Rahtl (P. J.X M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in 
English at Merchant Venturers' Technical 
College, Bristol. HIGHER ENGLISH. 
Cr. Zvc, TT . 6d. 

Randolph (B. W.X D.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

Rannle (D. W.). M.A. A STUDENTS 
HISTORY OF SCOTT^ND. Cr. Srv. 
y. 6d. 

Rashdall (Hastings), M.A, Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. O. 
Svo. 6s, 

Raven (J. J.)i D.D. See Antiquary's Books. 

Rawstome (Lawrence, Bsa.). SeeLP.U 

Raymond (Walter). See School f listories. 

A Real Paddy. .See I. P. L. 

Reason (W.X M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Cr. Bvo. 
sx. 6d. 

Redpatta (H. A.), M.A See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Resmolds. See little Galleries. 

Rhoades (J. P.). See Simplified French Texts. 

Rhodes (W. B.). See School Histories. 

RIen (H.X M.A. See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Roberts (JVL B.). See C. C Channer. 

Robertson (A.), D.D^ Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of looi . Demy 8tw. •ts. td, net. 

Robertson iC, Grant). M.A, Fellow of All 
SouLs' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modem History, Oxford, 
1001.19C4. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, 2660-1839. Demy 8rv. lor. td, 
net, 

Robertson (C Grant) and Bartholomew 

(j. o.), f.r.s.e., f.r.g.s. a his- 
torkSal and modern atlas of 

THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQumrto, 
4r. td. net. 
Robertson (SlrG.S.XK.CS. I. CHITRAL: 
Thk Stort of a Minor Sibgi. Third 
Edition. Illustrated. Cr.%vo. 9S.td.net. 



Roblnson(A. W.), M.A See (^lurchman's 
Bible. 

Robinson (Cedlla). THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury*. 
Cr. Zvo, 3*. td, 

Robinson (r. S.). See Connoisseur's Library-. 

Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Librarj-. 

Rodwell (O.X aA NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. Witn 
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D. , Warden 
of Keble College. Fca^. Btv. v* 6d. 

Roe(Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE. With 
many Illustrations by the Author, including; 
a frontispiece in colour. Demy^ivo. xos.M. 
net. 

RcMrers (A. Q. L.), M.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Romney. See Little Galleries. 

Roscoe (E. S.X See Little Guides. 

Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 
Illustrated. Cr, Brv. ay. td. Also in 4 
Parts, Parts I. and II. td. each ; Part 
III. Bd. ; Part IV. lod, 

Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A Rb-Statfmrnt ok 
THR Opium Qurstion. Second and 
Cheaper Edition, Cr, 8c«. s«. net, 

Rovde-Smlth (N. O.). THE PILLOW 
BOOK : A Garnbr op Many Moods. 
Second Edition. Cr. Srv. 4/. td. net. 

Ruble (A. B.), D.D. See Junior School 

Hooks. 
Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 

With Illustrations by F. Brangv^-yn. 

Fourth Edition, Cr, 6ro, ts, 
Salnsbury marrinjrton), M.D., F.R.C.P. 

PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA. 

Demy it'e. js, td. net. 
St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion. 
St« AuffOStlne. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion. 
Sales (St. Prands do). See Library of 

Devotion. 
St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 
St. Francis of AsslsL THE LITTLE 

FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 

MESSER ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 

FRIARS. Newly translated by William 

HsYwooD. With an Introduction by A. 

G. F. Howell, and 40 Illastrations from 

Italian Painters. Demy Zvo, 51. net. 
See also Standard Library and Library of 
Devotion. 
*Saki' (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 

Edition. J-cap. 8tv. ar. td. net. 
Salmon (A. L.). See Little (kiides. 
Sargeannt (J.j, M.A. ANNALS OF 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illustrated. 

Demy 8rv. is, td. 
Sathas (C ). See Byzantine Texts. 
Schmltt goha). See Byjauitine Texts. 
Scott (A. JVL). WINSTON SPENCER 

CHURCHILU With Portraits and lUus- 

trations. Cr, Br*. 3*. td. 
Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides. 
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SelU (V. PA M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr, 8cw. 

9S.6d, 

Selous (BdMoad). TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Oxd. 

EiHtth Edition, Fcap, Zno, ax. td. 
School Edition, xs. 6d. 
TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 

With la Illustmttoas by Augusta Guest. 

Stcond Edition, Fcap. Zvo. as. 6d. 
Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 

SOLDIERS. Cr. Bvc. ys. 6d. ntt, 

Shakespeve (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632: 1664; 
1685. Elach £it 4s. M€t, or a complete set, 
£i9t I2S. ngt. 
Folios 3 and 4 are ready. 
Folio 2 is nearly ready. 
See also Arden, Standard Library and 
Little Quarto Shakespeare. 
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 

8fW. 9S. td. 

Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould. 
Sharp (Mrs. B. A.). See Little Rooks 00 
Art. 

Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA. Cr. Svc. 5*. 

Shellev (Percv B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 
on the death of John Keats, Author of 
' Endyniion,'etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. 2j. net. 

Sheppard (H. P.), M.A. See S. Baring. 
Gould. 

Sherwell(Arthur), M A. LIFE IN WEST 
LONDON. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
21. 6d. 

Sblpiey (Mary B.). AN ENGLISH 
CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD- 
REN. A.D. 597.X066. With a Preface by 
the Bishop of Gibraltar. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. net, 

SIme (J.). See Little Books on Art. 

Slmonson (Q. A.). FRANCESCO 
GUARD I. With 41 Plates. Imperial 
4to. £a, 21. net. 

Sketchley (R. B. D.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sklpton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New 

Winter Rewrt. With over 200 Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. ss. net. 

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An 
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Cr. Bvo. QS. 6d. 

Smallwood (M. 0.). See Little Books on 

Smed'leyCF. B.). See LP. L. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 
M.A. T1V0 volumes. DeniyZvo. Qis.net. 

Smith (Horace and James). See Little 

Library. 



Smith (H. B«mwi^ M.A. A NEW 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC Crwmm Sot. 

as. With Answers, 9S. 6eL 
Smith (R. Miadtol THOUGHTS FOR 

THE DAY. Edited by. Fcm/. 8fw. 

xs. 6d. net. 
Smith (NowenC). See W. Wordsworth. 
Smith (John ThOMas). A BOOIC FOR 

A RAINY DAY:Or, RecoUecdonsofthe 

Events of the Years X7^-i833. Edited br 

WiLPKEO Whittkn. lUnstrated. lyidle 

Demy Bvo. X2x. 6d. net, 
Sneil (P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr. Zvo, 6s, 

Snowden(C. E.> A HANDY DIGEST OF 
BRITISH H^TORY. Demy^oo, 44. 6d. 

Sopliodes. See Classical Translations. 

Sornet (|^ A.). See Junior School Books. 

Sooth (B. WlltooX M.A. See Junior Sdwol 

Books. 
Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 
Edited by David Ham nay. 

VoL I. (Howard, CUfibrd, Hawldns. 
Drake, CavendishX Second Editiom. Cr, 
Zvo. 6r. 

Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, OenviUe, 
E<i<;ex, and RaleighX Cr. Zvo. ts. 
See also Standard Library. 

Spence (C. H.), M. A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 

Spicer (A. P.). THE PAPER TRADE. 
With Maps and Diagrams. Demy Srv. 
i2f. 6d. net. 

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Stalev (Bdffcomhe). THE GUILDS OF 
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Koyal^vc. i6s. net. 

Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

'StancUffe.* CK)LFDOS ANDDONTS. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo, ts. 

Stead (W. J.). See D. Gallaher. 

Stedmao (A. M. M.), M.A. 

INITIA LATIN A : Easy Lessons on Elemen- 
tary Accidence. JVintA Edition. Fcmp. 
Bvo. IS. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Tentk Edi- 
tion, Cr. Zvo. as. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin I^imer and 
Vocabulary. Seventh Ed. revised, xZmo. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 

The Helvetian War. Third Edition. 

\%tno. If. 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 

Kings of Rome. xZmo. Third Edition. 

EASY LATIN PA.SSAGF^ FOR UNSEEN 

TRANSLATION. Eleventh Ed, Fcmp. 

Zro. IS. 6d. 
EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 

in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary 

Third Edition. Cr.Zvo, is. 
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EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. E UviMikmtut Cheaper Ediiun^ 
rt-Mmttten, Cr. Zvc. is. 6a. Original 
Edition. 9M. 6J. Kkv, ^x. nti. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Ezercucs. Second Edition, 
Cr. 8fw. xs. 6</. With Vocabulary, ar. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM: MisceUaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idiomiv. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8w. 
xs» 6d. With VocabttUr}-. su. Key, si. 
n€t 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REP?:- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Fourttentk Edition. Fcap, %vo. \s. 6d. 

\ VOCABULARY OF L.VTIN IDIOMS. 
xZmo. Fourth Edition. i$. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Third Edition, re- 
vised, xZmo. is. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Second 
Edition, Cr. itv. is. Oii. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
vised. Fca^. Zvo. \s. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. %vo. is tti, 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes and Vucabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Fcaf. ZfO. qs. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Eitikth Edition. 
t%mo. &/. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi^ 
tion, retised. Cr. t^'O. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fi/th Edi- 
tion, revised, Fcap. %vo, is. to, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 9s, 6d. 
Kkv. xs. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Thirteenth Edition. FcaJ, 8m. is. 
See also School Examination ^ries. 

Steel (R. BUiott). M.A.. F.CS. THE 

WORLD OF^CIENCE. With 147 

lUustrations. Second Edition. Cr. 8v«. aj;6ir. 

See also School Examination 



Stephenson (C.X of the Technical CoUege, 
Bradford, and Suddards (P.) of the 

Yorkshire College, Le€<ls. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DKSKiN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy Sr-tf. Third Edition, 

"JS. ttf. 

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 

TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 

FAITH. Cr. 8w. v. M. 
Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library. 
Sterry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 

COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. 
Stenart (Katherine). BY ALLAN 

WATER. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 



StavMMB (R* L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sionby Colvin. 
Third Edition, Cr.Bvo. zax. 

Library Edition. Dent^Zvo. *vols, ass.net. 
A Colonial Edition u also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. WiUi an Etched 
Portrait by William Stxamg. Ft/th 
Edition, Cr, Zvo, Bnekreun, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balibur. 

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stkvbnson during 
1887-8. Cr. Zpo, 6s. net, 

LE'lTERS FROM SAMOA. 1892.95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C. Balfour. With 
many Illustrations. Secotsd Edition Cr, 
Zvo, 6s, net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio. 
graphics. 

Stokes (P. OA aA. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Mottcux. With 
a PosUrait in Photogravure Cr. 8tv. ys. 6d, 
net. 

Stone (8. J.l. POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellbrton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr. 8t^ 6s. 

Starr iVeraon P.>. M.A., Lecturer in 
the Ftulosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University ; Esamining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury ; formerly Fellow 
of University College. Oxford. DEVELOP- 
MBNT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr, 
%vo, 51. net, 

Straker (P.). Sec Books on Business. 

Streane (A. W.X D.D. See Churchman's 
Bible 

Streatfelld (R. A.)u MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. With 94 lUustra- 
tioas. Second Edition, Dem y bvo, js,6d, 
net 

Stroud m,\ D.Sc., M.A. PRACTICAL 
PHYSI^ With many Dia|mnM.^«v#M/ 
Edition, ox. net, 

Stmtt (JosMh). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illottrated by many Esgrav. 
ingi. Revised by J. CHAKLas Cox, LUD., 
F.S.A. Quarto, tis. net. 

Stuart (Cant. DooaMk THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Cr. 8e«. 6s, 

5turch(P.).f Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK), lu Prin- 
ciples and Am>lication» with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, tZ^9-igos» Olttho- 
graphic. Isometric and Obhque Projection, 
with 50 Plates and 140 Figures. FoeUeap. 

Snddards (P.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). See I. P. L. 

Symes (J. B.), M.A. THE FRENCH 

REVOLUTION. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 
%s.6d. 
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Wylto(A. B.). MODERN ABY^INIA. 
with a Map and a PortraiL Dtmy ^vo. 
15X. mt. 
A Colonial Kilition !s also published. 

WjmdhaaiCRt. Hon. Qeorci). M.P. THK 
POEMS OK WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With an Introdocdoo and 
Notes. Dtmy 8v». Buckrmm^ gilt t^p. 
10s 6iL 

WVoB(R.)andPmice(0.). THK LAND 
OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a Description of Montenegro. With 40 
Iflvstrations. Cr, Bva. t*. 6d, ntt. 

YmU (W. B.). a BOOK OP IRISH 
VERSE. Selected from Modem Writers. 



Reviud mmd Enhurgtd BtBHm, Cr. tM 

Of. 61^ 
Yooof (PIlMa). THE COMPLETE 

MOTORIST. With 138 inastradoos. 
I Sixth Editufm, Dtmy 8tw. zaf. &/. met, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE JOY OF THE ROAD : An Appr«da. 

tion of the Motor Car. Stmmii Demy 8ml 

v. net, 
YooncOr. M.). THE AMERICAN 

COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 

Work and Workers. Cr.Stv. Cfeik^ as.6d.; 

paper boards, i s, 6d. 
Zlounera (AntoolaX WHAT DO WE 

KNOW CONCEJ(NING ELECTRl- 

CITY? Fcap, Zvo, u, 6d, net. 



Ancient Oities 

General Editor, RCA. AVINDLE, D.Sc., F.R.S. 
Cr, 8zw. 4^. 6d, net. 

LlKCOLX. 



Chbstbk. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc F.R.S. 

Illtutrated by K. H. New. 
Shrswsbuby. By T. Anden, M.A., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Camtbkbury. By J. C Cox, LL. D. , F.S. A. 

Illustrated. 
Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson, M.A. 

Illustrated by Herbert Railton. 



By £. Mansel Sympson, M.A., 
M. D. Illustrated by E. H. N< 



Bristol. By Alfred Hanrey. 



Illustrated 



>L. By 
by E. H. New. 
Dublin. ByS. A. O. Fltzpatrick. Illustrated 
by W. C Green. 



The AntiquaiT'B BookB 

GcncTAl Editor, J. CHARLES COX. LL.D.. F.S.A. 
Demy 8zw. 7j. 6//. net. 



English Mr>NASTic Likb. By the Right 
Rev. AM>ot Caatiuet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

Remains or thk PKKiiisTnKic Agb in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F.R.S. With numerous lUnstrations and 
Plans. 

Ou> Sf.kvick B(k>ks ok thk English 
Chukcu. By Christo^»her Wordsworth, 
M.A., and FIe<irv Liuiehalcs. With 
Coloured and other I lluftt rations. 

Celtic Akt. Hy f. Roniilly Allen, F.S. A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

AnCHiKOLoGV AND Falsb Antiquitirs. 
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated. 

Shrinbs op British Saints. By J. C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 



Thb Royal Forests or England. By J. 

C. Cox, LL.D., F.S. A. Illustrated. 
Thk Manor and Manorial Rbcobds. 

Ky Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. 
English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. 

Illustrated. 
TiiR Domesday Inquest. By Adolphas 

Ballard. B..\., LUB. With 37 Illustrations. 
The Brasses ok England. By Herbert 

W. Macklin, M.A. With many Illustrations. 

Stcond Edition. 
Parish Life in Medi/Cvai. England. By 

the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.R 

With many Illustrations. Second Edition. 
The Bells or England. By Canon J. J. 

Raven, D.D., F.S. A. With Illustzadons. 

Stcond Edition. 



The Arden Shakespeare 

Demy %vo. 2s. 6d. net each 7'olunu. 

General Editor, W. J. CR.\IG. 

An edition of .Sh<ikespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

King Lear. Edited by W.J. Craig. 
Julius Carsar. Edited bv M. Kfacmillan. 
"""" '^ Edited by Moreton Luce. 

{Centinmed, 



Hami.rt Edited by Edw.-xrd Dowden. 
Romro and JuLitr. Edited by Edward 
Dowden. 



Thk Tb.mpest. 
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Cthbeliki. Ediled 

H. c'HKt. 

A MinSUKHMR nioK 
H, CuDuwluja. 

KihoHihbtV. Ed 

All's Will That I 
W. O. BHntoclLe. 

Tb« Tawiho ot Ti- 
lt. Wuvick Baad. 

TiuOH or Athihs " 

MiASUxm roi Me 
Han. 

Twelfth Night. 



^ Edward Dowdcn. 
'INUSOI. Edited by 

') DkKAH. Edited by 

cd bv H. A. Enni. 
IQS WELL. Edited by 

Edited bv K. Deighlen. 

■a. EdiKd byH. C. 

ditedbyMonlonLucc. 



Tm« Mbucmaiit 
C Kdu Pooler. 

Diiigblim. 



Venice. EdiMd by 

Edited by K. 

EdiMd by K.H. 

LovE'» Lahoue's Lost. Ediled by H. C. 

HuL 
The Two Gehtleuan of Vekoha. R, 

PiiicLis. Etliled 1>y K. Ddgblon. 

The Cohesv of Emuiis. Edited by H. 

KimTrichaid hi. Ediltd by A. H. 

Kino JoSS"' Edited by lyur B. Jolin. 



The Beginner'B Books 

Edited bjr V.. WILLIAMSON, B,A. 



i»^. "r 



1. Wilmol-BuiloD, Aothor of ' Unkei 



East Exekcubs m 



Ili.mMn, B.A. i'ipk EJ. Fca^ift. It. 
Easy Poetet B<»e. Selected ud 
ui«d by W, WillinBuop. B.A., Author 
'Diculion PuHcei.' Stiaiui Editim. 



Bootai on Biuiiien 

Cr. Siw. 31. &£ nel. 

as Owen. 



Inuusti 

t, Pndicc, and Fini 



asc 

TheShi 

The Money M 

Ihe itU^^IHEF' 

A. G. L. Rdi 



By Juli 



Chelt 



Ul. BuHileru-Law. 
HIDHs. By C. DlKEe. 
siheehins. By iTr 



mted. 



CUoun Fidlet, 



A series of ti 

Zachakiahof; 

J Haniltoa. 



Byautlne Texts 

Edited by ]. B. BUKY. M.A.. Litl.D. 

la of Byianline Hiilorians, edited by English and foreigti schol.irs. 
ITTLEHE, Trm'Litcd fay F. Txn Hi^torv of Psbui-us. Ediled by C 
n.D.. ind K. W. Broak-i. Sutau. Dim^tix. ly. Hi. 

r. 6ti. ml. EcTHESis Chfohiu, Edited by Profeuor 

Dim^ a 
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Messrs. Methubn's Catalogue 



The OlinTChinan's BibU 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R,S.E. 
Fcap, 8»pii If. 6</. neteack. 

A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Tnct. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Versioo is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 

Tub Epistlk op St. Paul tmb ApoerLB to 
THB Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M. A. Second Editiott, 

EccLBSiASTES. Edited by A. W. Smane, 
D.D. 

Thb Epistle op St. Paul thb Apo&tle to 
THB Philippians. Edited by C R. D. 
Biggs, D. D. Second Edition. 

Thb Epi6tlb ok St. Jambs. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford M.A. 



Isaiah. Edited by W. K. Barnes, D.D. 

Volumes. With Map. u. tui each. 
The Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 

tubBpubsians. Edited by G.H.Whitaker, 

M.A. 
Thb uospbl According to St. Mabic 

Edited by J. CDu BuiMoa, M.A. m. ^d, 

met. 
St. Paul's Epistles to the Colosssans 

AND PitiLBMON. Edited by H. J. C Kb||^ 

M.A. ^s.net. 



The Gltiirdiinan^i Librsry 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 
Crormn %o^ 3^. 6(A eacJu 



The Beginnings OF English Chkistianitt. 
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map. 

The Kingdom ok Hkavrn Hkre and Here* 
after. By Canon Winter botham, M.A., 
B. Sc, LL. B. 

The Workmanship of thb Pravbr Book: 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspecta. By J. 
Dowden, D.D. Second Edition, 

Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 



Some New Testament 
Arthur Wright, D.D. ts. 



Pboblsms. By 



The Churchman's 
Old Tbstambnt. 



The Chi;rch of Christ. 
M.A. 6j. 



Introduction to thb 
ByA.M. Mackay, RA. 

By E. T. Greea, 



COMPARATIVF. 

Culloch. ts. 



Theolak;y. By J. A. Mac* 



01a4S»ical Translattons 

Edited by H. K. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenosc College, Oxford. 

Crown Svo. 

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 

-EscHYLUs — Apamemnon Chf>cphoroe, Eu- Horack— The Odes and Epodes. Translated 

mcnides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 

LL.D. 5J. 
Cicero — De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. 

P. Moor, M.A. \A\ 6^. 
f'iCKRO — Srlect Orations (Pro Milone, Pru 

Mvireno, Philipi)ic 11., in Catiliiiam). Trans- 
lated by H. K. D. Ill ikUlon, M.A. $s. 
Ci' KKO— De Natura Dcorum. Translated by 

F. Brooks, M.A. 3^. 6d. 
C'ickro— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 

Gardiner, M.A. aj. 6d. 



HoRACii — The Odes and Epodes. 
by A. D. God'cy, M.A. us. 

Lucian — Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The C«Kk, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The 1-over of Fal:»ehood) Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 3J. 6*i. 

So»Moci.ES — Klectra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. os. 6di 

Tacitus — Agricola and Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. 2X. 6d. 

Thb Satirbs or Juvenal. Translated by 
S.GiOweii. as,6d. 



General Litbraturb 
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OlMsica of Art 



Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 

THsAnTOVTiiBGRHncs. ByH. aw«k€n. 
With It a PUtecaad t8 lUufttvmtiem in the 
Text. 1¥kU Royal %m. las.M.neL 



Vblazqukz. By a. de Beroete. Wllh 94 
Plates. WuUKcyal^oa, los, 6d.net, 



Oomnercial Series 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 

CfVTxm 8xw. 



COMMRKCIAL EdOCATION IN TMBOKY AND 

PsACTicB. By £. £. Whitield, M.A. 5^. 
An introdoctaon to Metiititn's Commercial 

Smes treating the qnestion of Commercial 

Education fully from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent. 
British Commkrcs and Colonies prom 

Elizarbth to Victoria. By H. de B. 

Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Rditi0n. 9s. 
CoMMBRCiAL KxAMiwATtON Papbr?;. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.1)., M.A. is. 6d. 
Thb Economics op Commbrcb, By H. de 

B. Gibbins, LictD., M.A. Sttond Edition. 

IS. 6d. 
A Gbrman Commbrcial Rbadkr. By S. E. 

Bally. WUh Vocabubry. t«. 
A Commbrcial Grography op thb British 

Kmpirk. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Sixth 

Edition. 9S. 
A Commrrcial Gbography op Forbign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. as. 



A Primer op Bvsimbss. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Third Edition. x«. U. 
Commbrcial Arithmbtic. By F. G. Taylor, 

M.A. Fourth Edition. is.6d. 
Frbnch Commbrcial CoRRBsraNDSNCB. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 

Edition. 9X. 
Gkrman Commercial Corrrsponubncb. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 

Edition. 9*. 6d. 
A Frrnch Commercial Rrader. B;^ S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition. 9s. 
Precis Writing and OpritK Corrrspond- 

ENCB. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 

Edition. 3x. 
A Guide to Propbssions and Business. 

By H. Jones. 15. 6d. 
The Principle.^ op Book-keeping BY Double 

Entry. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. a*. 
Commercial Law. By W. DougU:^- Edwards. 

See^ndMdiHom. u. 



The Connoisseur's Library 

/FrV^ Royal 8zv. 25^. ntt. 

A sumptuous series of so books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly 
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are — 

Mezzotint*;. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 

Plates in Photogravure. 
Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19 

Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 

Photogravure. 
Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 

Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in 

Photogravure. 
Ivories. By A. Maskell With 80 Plates in 

Collotype and Fliotogravure. 
English Furniture. By B\ S. Robinson. 

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in 

Photogravure. Second Edition. 



Europban Enamei_<(. By Henry H. Crniyng* 
hame, CB. With 54 Pkitea in Celk»type 
and Half-tone and 4 Pkites in Colour. 

GoT.DSMrrHs' and Silvkrsmiths' Work, By 
NeL»on Dawson. With niany Plates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo- 
gravure. 

English Coloured Books. ^ By Martin 
Hardie. Willi 28 Illustrations in Colour 
and Collotype. 

Glass. By Fklward Dillon. With 37 lUus- 
tratk>ii8 in Collotype and xa in Colour. 



The Idbrary of Devotion 

With Introdactions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Poll Svo, cloth, 2s. ; leather^ 2s, 6d. net. 



The Conpessioms op St. Augustine. Edited 
by C. Bigg, D.D. Ft/th Edition. 

Thb Christian Year. Edited by Walter 
Lock, D. D. Thifd Edition. 



The Imitation op Christ. £xlited by C 

Bigg, D. D. Fourth Edition. 
A Book op Dbvotjons. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.V. Second Edition. 

[Continned. 
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Thb Libkary op DKVOTtott—effntiMw^d. 

Ltka Innocxntium. Edited hf Walter 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

LiPB. Edited by C Bigg, D.D. Fom^Jk 

EditUm. 
Tmk Tbmplk. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 

D.D. Second Edition. 
A Guide to Etbrnitv. Edited by J. W. 

Sunbridge, B.D. 
The Psalms op David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. 
Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman 

and others. Eklited by Canon Scott Holland 

and Canon H. C Beeching, M.A. 
The Inner Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by 

A.W. Hutton, M.A. 
The Thoughts op Pascau Edited by C 

S. Jerram, M.A. 
On the Love op God. By Sl Francis de 

Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A. 
A Manual op Consolation prom the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

Bum, B.D. 
The Song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The Devotions op St. Aksrlm. Edited by 

C. C. T. Webb. M.A. 
Grace Abounding. By John Hunyan. Edited 

by S. C. Freer, M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacka Privata. Edited 

by A. K. Burn, B. D. 



LvEA Sacra : A Book of Sacred Vi 
Edited by H. C Beeching, M. A., Canon of 
Westminster. 

A Day Book prom the Saints iOU> Patkees. 
Edited by J. H. Bum, B.D. 

Heavenly wisdom. A Selecdon fttmi the 
English Mystics. Edited by E. C GregOfT. 

Light, Lipb, and Love. A Selection firom the 
German Mystics. Edited by W. R. I nge,M. A. 

An Introduction to The Devout Lipe. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Bams. M.A. 

Manchester al Mondo: a Contemplation 
of Death and Immortality. By Henry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With aa 
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterhoose, 
Editor of * A LitUe Book of Life and Deadi? 

The Little Flowers op the Globious 
Messrr St. Francis and op his 
Friars. Done into English by W. He>-* 
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers Howell. 

The Spiritual Guide, which Diaoitam^le^ 
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way 
to the Fruition of Perfect Contemplatioo, 
aiKl the Rich Troisure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. Michael de Molinos^Prie5iL 
Translated from the Italian copy, pnnted at 
Venice, 16S5. Edited with an introduction 
bv Kathleen Lyttelton. With a Preface by 
Canon Scott Holland. 



The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 

Fcap %vo, 31. 6^/. tut each volume. 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 

COLOURED BOOKS 



Old Coloured Books. By George Paston. 
With 16 Coloured Plates. Fca^. Svo. qi. net. 

Thk Life and Death or John Mytton, Esq. 
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Fourth 
Edition. 

The Life op a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Pbtes by Henry Aiken. 

Hanulf.y Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 
IT Coloured Plates and too Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. Second Edition, 

Mr. Sponge's Spokting Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 
Woodcuts in the Text l»y John Leech. 

JoRROCKs' Jaunts ani> Joi.litik^. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 
.\lken. Second Edition. 

This volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare andcostly edition of 1843, which 
contains Aiken's very fine illustrations 
instead of the usual oiir«5 by Phi/. 

A«;k Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 



The Analysis of the Hunting Fibux By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates bv 

Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
The Touk op Dr. Syntax in Search of 

THE Picturesque. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Touk of Doctor Syntax in Search 

OF Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured PUtesby T. Rowlandson. 
The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 

Search of a Wipe. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The History of Johnny Quae Genus: the 

Little Foundling of the late Dr. S>-ntAx. 

By the Author of ' The Three Tours. ' With 

24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 
The English Dance of Death, from the 

Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 

Illustrations by the Author of * Doctor 

Syntax.* Tn*o Volumes. 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 
The Dance of Life : A Poem. By the Author 

of * Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 96 

Coloured Engravings l»y T. Rowljmdson. 

{Coniitmed. 
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Illustrated Pocket Library or Plain anu Coloured BooK&—c9mtiM$t€f/. 

Life in London : or, the IHiy and Night 

Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and hk 

Elegant Friend. Corinthian Tom. By 

Pierce Ecan. With> 36 Coloured PhUes by 

I. R. and G. Craikuhank. With nnmerous 

Deeiffns on Wood. 
Real Lirs in London: or, the Rambles 

and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Eaqb and 

hift Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 

Amateur (Pierce EganX Wi^ 31 Coloured 

Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 

The Lips or an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 

With 27 Coknired Plates by Theodore Lane, 

and several Designs on Wood. 
The Vicar or Wakefield. By Oliver GoId> 

smith. With 94 Coloured Plates by T. Row. 

landson. 
The Military Adventures op Johnny 

Nbwcome. By an Officer. With 1 5 Coloured 

Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The National Sports or Great Britain. 

With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 

by Henry Aiken. 
This book is completely different from the 

large folio edition of ' National Sports' by 

the same artist, and none of the plates are 

similar. 
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The Adybntuebs op a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 04 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 

Gamonia : or, the Art of Presendng Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstome, Esq. With 25 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy por Grown Horsemen : Con* 
tainizi|{ the completest Instructions for 
Walkm^, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbline. Ilmstrated with 
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real LirE in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Bom, Esq., and hU 
Elegant Friend, Sb Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Cok>ured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc 

The Adventures or Johnny Nbwcome in 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandt^on. 



PLAIN BOOKS 



The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
IlliLstratedby 12 Etchings executed by Loum 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Bbke. With an Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. PhiUijps, R.A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo* 
gravnre. 
Illustrations or the Book or Job. In* 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 
These famous Illustrations— a i in number 
\ reproduced in photogravure. 
Fables. With 380 Wo( 



380 Woodcuts by 



— are 
/Ksop's 

Thomas Bewick. 
Windsor Castle. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. 

With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 

by George Cruikshank. 



The Tower op London. By W. Harrison 

Ainsworth. With 40 Pktes and 58 Woodcuts 

in the Text by George Cruikshtuik. 
Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With 

30 Plates by George Druikshank. 
Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 

Illustrations by the Author. 
The Complbat Anglbr. By Isaak Walton 

and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 

Woodcuts in the Text. 
This volume is reproduced from the beauti* 

ful edition of John Miyor of 182A, 
The Pickwick PAncRS. ^ By Charles Dickens. 

With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 

Phix, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con* 

temporary Onwhyn Plates. 



Junior Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN. M.A. Fcap, 8w. u. 



Junior French Examination Papers. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. Stcetul Editian, 

J uNiOR Latin Examination Papers. By C. 

G. Botting, B.A. Fourth Editum, 
Junior English Examination Papers. By 

W. Williamson, RA. 
Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 

By W. S. Beard. Third Edition. 
Junior Algebra Examination Papers, By 

S. W. Finn, M.A. 



Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 
C. Weatherhead, M.A. 

Junior General Information Examina* 
TiON Papers. By W. S. Beard. 

A Key to the above. 3X. 6d. net. 

Junior Geography Examination Papebs. 
By W. G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior German Examination Papers. By 
A. Voegelin, M.A. 
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Junior Sehool-Books 

Edited by O. D. INSKIP. LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON. B.A. 



A Class-Book or Dictation Passages. By 

W. Wnikunson. B.A. Tmel/tk Ediiwn, 

Cr. %M, tt. 6d, 
The Gospcl According to St. Matthbw. 

Edited hy E. Wikon South, M.A. With 

Three Maps. Cr, Sew. it. 6d. 
THxGosntLAccoKDiNGToST.MAXic. Edited 

by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps. 

Cr. te». If. 6a. 
AJuNiOR English Grammar. ByW.Williain. 

soa. B. A. With numerous passages fixjoarsing 

and analysis, and a chapter on C^ssay Writing. 

Third Editiom, Cr.9t»o. ax. 
A Junior Chrmistry. By E. A. Tyler, B. A. , 

F.CS. With 78 lUnstrations. Third Bdi- 

ti0m, Cr. 8cv. 9«. 6d. 
Tm Acts or thr Afostlks. Edited by 

A. E. Ruble, D.D. Cr. 8rw. 31. 
A J onior Frrnch Grammar. By L. A. 

Somet and M. j. Acatos. Cr. Srw. 9s. 



Rlemsntary Exprkimsntal SciXKCS. Phy- 
sics by W. T. Ooogh, A. R. CS. Chrmistry 
by A. E. Dunstan, jB.Sc With • Plates and 
154 Diagrams. Fourth Rditi^m, Cr. 8e«. 
a<. 6dl 

A Junior Gbombtrv. By Noel S. Lydoo. 
With S76 Diagrams. Fwrih KdiHon, Cr. 
8w. or. 

Elbmrntary Expkrimkntax. Chkmistry. 
By A. £. Dunsun, B.Sc With 4 PUtesand 
Z09 Diagrams. Stcomd EditUm^ Cr.8r«. %*. 

A Junior Frxnck Prosr. By R. R. N. 
Baron, M. A. Swcottd Editiom, Cr.B^o. 2*. 

The Gosprl According to St. Lukb. With 
an Introduction and Notes by WilUaiB 
Williamson, a A. With Three Maps. Cr. 
8«w. Of. 

Thb First Book op Rings. Edited by 
A. E. Rubib, D.D. With Maps. Cr. 8rv. 

9S. 



Leaders of Religion 

Edited by II. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. IVt/h Portraits. 

Cr. ^vo. aj. net* 



Cardinal Nrwman. By R. H. Hntton. 
John Wrslky. By J. H. Overton, M.A. 
Bishop Wilbbrforcr. By Ci. W. Daniell, 

Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Mutton, M. A. 
Charlrs Simron. By H. C. G. Moulc, D. I>. 
John Krblb. By Walter Lock, D.I>. 
Thomas Chalmkrs. By Mrs. OUpluint. 
Lancrlot Andrrwrs. By R. 1.. Ottley, 

D. D. Second Edition. 
Augustine op Canter nrRV. By R. L. 

Cutis, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Huttoo, M.A 

Third Edition. 
John Knox. ByF.MacCunn. Second Edition. 
John Howk. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
Bishop Kbn. By F. A. Clarke, M.A. 
Grorgr Fox, THE Quaker. By T. Hodgkin, 

D. C. L. Third Edition. 
loHN Donne. By Augustus Jesaopp, D.D. 
Thomas Cranmbr. By A. J. Mason, D.D. 
KisHOP Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle ami A 

J. Carlyle, M.A. 
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spoooer, M.A. 



Little Books on Art 

With many Illustrattofts, Demy iSmo, 25. 6ti. net. 

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject imdeT treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about aoo pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 



Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Third Edition. 

Bookplates. E.Ahnack. 

Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition. 

RoMNEV. Geori^ Fasten. 

Greuze and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollanl. 

Vandvck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Turner. Frances Tyrrell-Gill. 

DOrbr. Jessie Allen. 

HOPPNRR. H. P. K. Skipton. 

Holbein. Mrs. G. ForteMme. 



Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley. 

LsiGHTON. Alice Corkran. 

Velasqurz. Wilfrid Wilberfotcc and A. R. 

Gilbert. 
CoROT. Alice Pollard and Ethel BirastingL 
Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. 
Millet. Netta Peacock. 
Illuminatrd MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
Christ in Art. Mrs, Henry Joiner. 
Jrwellekv. Cyril Davenport. 

\Comiinmed. 
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LiTTLC BooKfi ON \^T^<omHnue<f. 
Buiu<x-|oNis. Fortune de Lisle. 

Mrs. £. A. Sharp. 



Rembkandt. 



Second 



Clauds. Edward Dillon. 

The Akts op Tapan. Edward Dillon. 

Enamels. Mrs. Nelson Dawson. 



The Little QallerieB 

Demy i6mo, 2s, 6d, net, 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Little Gallrkv op Reynolds. 
A Little Gallekv op Romnry. 
A Little Gallery op Hoppner. 



A Little Gallery op Millais. 

A Little Gallery op Engush Ports. 



The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E. H. Nrw and other artists, and from photographs. 
Small Pott Stv, clothe 2s. 6d, net,; leather ^ y, 6d, net, 

Messrs. Mbthubn are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of Thk Little Guides. The main features of these books are (i) a handy and 
charming form, (2) artistic Illustrations by E. H. New and others. (3) good plans 
and maps, (4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything tfiat is interest- 
ing in the natural features, history, arcnasology, and architecture of the town or 
district treated. 



Cambridge and its Colleges. By A. 

Hamilion Thompson. Second Edition. 
OxPORu and its Colleges. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Ser*enth Edition. 
St. Paul's Cathedral. By Geonre Clinch. 
Westminster Abbky. By G. E. Trontbeck. 

The English Lakes. By F.G.Brabant, M.A. 
The Malvern Country. By B. C A. 

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. 
.Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Second Edition. 

Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. 
Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. 
Derbyshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F S A 
Devon. By S. BarinE-Gould. 
Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. 
Hampshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A. 



By H. W. Tomplelns, 
By G. ainch. 



Hertfordshire. 

r .K. rl.S. 
Thk Isle op Wight. 
Krnt. ByG. Clinch. 
Kerry. By C. P. Crane. 
Middlesex. By John B. Firth. 
Northamptonshire. By Wakeltng Dry. 
NoRPOLK. By W. A. Dutt. 
OxpoRDSHiRE. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
SuppoLK. By W. A. Dutt. 
Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. 
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Second 

Edition, 
The East Riding op Yorkshire. By J. E. 

Morris. 
ThrNorth Riding op Yorkshire. By J E. 

Morris. 

Brittany. By S. Barinc-Gould. 
Normandy. By C. Scudamore. 
Rome By C. G. Ellaby. 
Sicily. By F. Hamiltt>n Jackivjn. 



The Little Library 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott Svo, Each Volume, cloth, is, 6d, net; lea/her, 2s, 6d, net. 



Aaon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE 
BOOK OF. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by E.V. Lucas. Two lots. 



NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by K. Y. 

Lucas. 
Bacon(PraBcfs). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 

BACON. Edited by Edward Wright. 

\Continued, 
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KmU (JobaX FOKHS. WUh u latni 
dnaka by L. BimoH, uid Noui br J- 

If losUka <A. W.). EOTHEK. Wlthu 
IntioluaioowidNats. Stctmd SJitint. 

Uunb JCbarlpsX KLtA. AND TH£ 
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. -dilEd by 

' ~»r(f.). LOXDON LYRICS EdtUd 
A. D. GoDLEV, M.A. A icpriM of Ibe 



THE ROUANY RYE. Ediud by Jon 



FROM 



LoBefcllow (H. ^ 



ROBERT HROWNIN 



CauilH(aMrn). SRLRCTION5 FROU 
THR ANTriACOKIN: wiih Ckurck 
CftKNiKr,'-! (ulditianal Paeini. Kditnl fay 

Cowley (AbrahBiB). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY, fyitedliy H. C 



N T I. E M 

Matiikv,,.!. r»t Vtlmmui. 

Cnihaw (Richard). THE RNOLISH 

TOKMS OK RICHARD CRASHAW. 

l-^ilFlt by KlIWARD HUTTOH. 

Durta (Allchlcrl). THE INFERNO OF 
llANlfL Tranaliled by H. F. C*»t, 
KJii.d by PAOf'T TovNBEe. M.A., D.Lin. 

THEl'l'KflATORIOOFDANTE, Trani- 
iBtp.i hy H. K. C*BV. Eililed by P/.CBT 
TovM-EK. M.A.,D.Lill. 

THK PARADISO OF DANTE. Ttini. 



■Y.'\ 



t., SLA., D-LLu 

a). SEI 

!< OP GEORGE DARLEY. 

Deane (A. C.X A LITTLE BOOK OF 

l.IllHr VKRSF- 
l)lckeiu(CharlM). CHRISTMA^iBOOKS. 

Perrler (Saaan). MARRIAGE. KJUed 
l>y A. Gooixicii - FiiFFK aiul I.oki> 
li>t.r.iiii,,.,. -nit l-t/nmit. 

1 UK IMIKHITANCE. 7>i« fulnmn. 

aukell(.<Hra.X CRANFORO. l-^diled by 

I':. \ . Li'iA-. SKtmd x^itiom. 

lUwtbor 



Malr(p.M.>. HANSIE WAUCK. Bdind 

by T. P. HxHUKaaoM. 
Mcbola(J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 
RochrfnaOBld (Lai. TKElfAXIHSOF 

LA ROCHE t'oUCAULIX Tnnland 

by Dcu Stanhoh. Edited by G. H. 

POWKLI, 

SaUthCHoracaaadJwH). REJECTED 

ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. GonLET, 

M.A. 
Sterna (LaoreDOa). A SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY. Ediicd by H. W. Paol. 
TeanyMn(AHnd, Lordjk THK EARLY 

POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY. 

SON. Ediled by J. Chuhtoh Cdujks, 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C 

nFKCHiNr., M.A. 
THE PRINCESS. Ediln) by EuzAaKTH 

MAUD. EdilldbyELItAHRTHWoaiMWOBTH. 

Tliacbany(W. M.X VANITY FAIR. 

EdiHd if S. GwYHN. T-Anfi l-aimma. 
PENDENNIS. Ediied by S. GimM. 

Tkrt, fBinrnt,. 
ESMOND. Ediiid by S. GwTKM. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. SdiialbyS.Gwmt. 
Vaoghan <H«iry). THE POEMS OF 

HENRVVAUGHAN. "*■ ■■ " 



HUTT 



^N. EdiiodbrEDWAiD 



WaHon (liaaU. THE COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. KditcdbyJ. BuCHAK. 

Waterhauae<Mra. AMradX A LITTLE 
HOOK OF LI Kb AND DEATH. Ediled 

Also on Japaoot Paper. /.nlMrr. jj. 



TKR. KJiiKl 
" "W 8OTT I ISh" VERSk:' 



>0. THRSCARLET 
LITTLE KOOK 






General Literature 

Thft Little Qnuto Bkakespeua 

Ediied by W. J. CRAIG. WHb Intndoctiont and Notes 

Ffil l6t>i0. /a 40 Vitlunus. LtatAer, priet 11. lel ta^k valume. 

MahtgaHj Stoetoing Btck Cait. loi. tut. 

Hiniaton Libniy 

IE books w 

' lilcfary genius. 



>^FiuGerili].°^> 

d by W. PidRtini m iljj 



jlh. By 



„, -.JK Saws bid Modsn In 

jUuccs. By Kdwud rniGe»1d, Fion 
tbc idition publUhed by "' "-' — ' 

Th> RubAiyXt .... 

Edmrct FiuGcntd. FiDiii Ibe iil 
taiti^, T/iirdEJilitn. LimUur, 



Lnthir, 



Lteii by hiauHlf. Knu tb 
Li SinwbeTTT Hill in ili 
.y jiaw. Ltmlitr, u. ■« 



■CIS. Kniibl of the Ordei of Si. 
a. Made Enilbli by R. L. Knm Ih' 
» print>d In H. Hempgrnan, i6«l. 

Bj Dm GrmnwlU. Fiom Ibc edi 



Oxford Biogr^^hlss 

/i:i^. Siw. iSofd veluiue, elalk, u. 6if. iMf ; Ualitr, y. 6d. ntl. 

Bsim. By T. F. Hen. 



. By ¥.. L. S. Hcabursh, M.A. 
niDmliuni. Samd EJUitu. ! 

ID. Br E. CS. Gibion, D.D., 
jkiKcalei. With 11 lllnimtiDni. I 
By A. C BiMHMi, M.A. Whb 

^M. By I. A. Tiylor. Wiih 

ly E. F. H. Cipiy. With ib 

Pkmtihdeii. By C S. Tory. 



;hathah. By a. S. M'Dowill. Willi 

IlliiimucnL 
T. FuHcis or Auisi. By Anna M. » 

dut. With 16 llhunlicmi. 
^NNiNC ByW. AlisoD Fbiniis. Will 

llliutruioiu. 
liACDHsriaLD. By Wilier Sicbcl. Will 

llliuuuiani. 
kivTHi. By H. C. Atklni. Witb 11 II 



School Ezuniution BarloB 

Editedby A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.i(. Cr.tvt. : 
Kn {THird Sdilin 



M. SlRtmu. li^A. FmrtunlA BJiHtH. 

A Kiv, iaud to TnUn ind Prim 

StudcnU only lo ba bid on nppliation 



Latin Evahinatiom Patih. By A. U. U. 
Stedmu. H. A. Tkiriunth SiititK. 
Key {SUtk EJititui ia»d u above. 

Uriiiic KiAiiiHATioH Pafr*. By A. M. M 
Sirdman. M.A. Kimtit E^ti^L, 

Vixi (FtMrlA Sdilin) iuuKi U ibuve. 

C»HAh' ElAHIHATlIM pAtuu. By K. J. 



pAFBx. By C H. Spuce, M.A. Tiir, 

Phtocs Exahikation Pafem. By K. K 

Si«l,M.A., P.CS. 
GBHnAL Kndwudce Exahihatiiii 

Papbbs. By A. M. M. Slcdoun, M.A 

SUti SJititH. 
Kcv {nnrtk Edititmi i»ucd u aUuif 



Gemekal Literature 



[IKNITV By Dulc 

ilcd iolo Englitli by D. G. RohkiiL 
. Dy Huiy Ficldinc. TrcblcVol. 
DyMr^Gukgll. 

lAHKHFtu. ByEdwudUlUxiii. 



Thi Tttt and Nolei hin been Hvb(d b: 
J. U. Bury, Uii.D., t«l the Appenctke* a 

Thk Vicab UK WAiinyiM-ii. By Oliw 

Col<J>inlth. 
THaPauiSAhDpLAv:.ur Oliver Go LDSiirrii 
THRWanHorBuiJoHtoH. 

VnL. I.— The CiUC it AJtend. Kmy M^ 



SydcabwD ud Tsyloc. 
The ■—"•'■'i™ hu b 
W. K. D. Knue. 



— TbeTempal; Th« Two t^nilemtn 
crou:Tbe MerryWivaurWindiuf ; 
•un ftx Meuun; The CooiHly ol 



'■X^ 



ii.-CyDilu*-. I 

IVIlSrlOHNlt 

e Tul 1iu bi 



Cinoo oT Chibi Cbuich. 

A Srhious Call to a I 
Pahaihsb Lost. By job 



n collAled by H^ de ' 
Chuut. By TboDuu 
by C. Blgf, DD„ 



.1. IV.— The Lift ud Deuh of Kine Jolui : 
rhe Tncody of Kine Rkhud Ihe S«aiuj : 
Ibe Kint Pmn of Kiu Hewy iv. ; The 
^ecafkd Pan of ICiiii Hoiy tv. 

-The Life eTKloa Henijr v. ; The 
'utefXlsfHenijrvi.; Tht5«oiid 



. ; The Tni 



The yaiDoiu^ 



of Kioi 






ahdUacistiath. Byjoho 
tt-roWA AWP PoKHi. By Sir TJ 



■'?L li/e or~Ki^ 
PoEus or Piicv Btuhb Smklliv. In 4 

.AluUn ; The Sieniai of ibe World : 



voj. 1. — AUHor ; ine J 

Tlw Reioll of liUm, _.- 

The Texlbub««irmKi]byC D. Locc 

ThI Lim Of KKU>aH. By Robert bouthi 



Textbooks of TMbnologT 

bkliled brC. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., RSc,u>dG. K. MILLS, M.A. 
nUfy ItlaslraUd. 

Eluctku 



HtlWTIlMAEKAUllIM. By J. .\. I'l Wood. 

fturih EiititiL. Cr.tm. \i.64. 

CARrwtTK* AHU JOIKKIIV. By F. C. W 

A'(/t* EdUltit. Cr. tvt. 31. 6if. 

MlLLIHHHr, TlUMXmCAL AHU PtACTICAt- 

By Oue Hill. Third EJititn. Cr ' 



Hy Ahbed T. Buker. iVo/ 
By K. C Ciubb. 
By A. C Honh. 



_f' »": .f-*^ 



■dor of Phyiio 
■ltd Klectrical KofrinieriDE, Leicbtei 
Tecbnioi Sdiool, juid W. H. N. Juiei, 
A.R.C.S., A.l.E.E., A»ii4uil Inilniclor 
of Klectrical Lngineciinei hlEncbcbier 
MunicJiHl TechualSebooL Cr. Itn*. v 6d. 

' C. C. Allen, Uctunr oo ktwinKfin/ 
MuDicipal TechDlut InXitsM, COvniry, 



HudbookB of Thoolocy 

Edited by K. L. OTTLEY, D.D.. Profes&or of Pastoral Theok^ u Oxford. 



anil Canon of Chriit Cbtucb, Oxford, 
ed, in pari, to famiib the clergy and ti 
DilbrText' — ■-- --■ ' '— 



cbera DC tludcDls of 



The^ogy witb tnutwonby Textbooki, adequately repreteDtmg the present pMi 
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of tfK qopgions dealt with : in port, to make accessible to the reading pobbc as 
jnuiiie mad rxmtrnt stMemeat of facts and pricciples in all qnrtrions beaiiac ob 
iheofagy and Rdigioo. 

Hi:>TOcr or no 
Bora, D.Dl Ikmy 



Tbb XXXDL AmcLas or thx Cucbcs or 
ff^Tjawn filbtad br £> C S. GibBM. 
DlDl njtl umf rkmft\ rdiiwm im mat 
Vmimmm. DtmjUm. xzs. 6d. 

Am iBTBooocnoM to thk Hktoct of 
Bt F. & Jevcok liLA.. 

Tmt Dncmun or thm I>'c*JtxATv>x. By R. 
U Ottky. IXIX .teM/ 

3cv. iaf.6dL 



Ax IsmoDCcnoov to 
Cwmmm. By A. 1 
3cw. lof. 6^ 

Tub PmijOKonfT or Rki.icio<« r% EsuLaKo 
A3CO Amckica. By A16«d Cakfteaott, IXL^ 



A HisTOKT or Eaklt Chustuln Docth^r 
By J. F. Bctliane-BaJLer, 1L.\. 



3r/. 



The Westadiister ConmiflntaiiaB 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK. D.D.. Warden of Keble CoDese. 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the Universit j of Oxford. 

Tlie obyect of each commentary is primarilT exegetical. to interpret the aotfac 
^^mmin^ to the prescct generatioo. The editors will not deal. esEoepC very snbor- 
dJBHfely, wtth q ae stkms of textual criticism or philology ; bat, taking the Eagli^ 
text in the Revised Veraoo as their bjiais. they will try to combine a hearty acoept- 
of critical principles with loyalty to the Ca t ho l i c Faith. 



■r t 



Boov: or Gcnesis. Edhcd with Intro- ' Th« Fikst En»Ti^ nr Pali, thm .\ro6Tii 

mod Noccs by S. R. Drrrer, IXD. , to thb Cokistthxajk s. Edited 1^ H. L 

SUik Editmm Dtmy 9rr. xos. 6d. ) Goodsc M.A. ZVwr acw. 6c 

Thb Book or jos. Edited by E C S. Gibson, The Epxstxb or St. Jaji k^ Editied witb 1?- 

DlDL SscsmJ Edtt-jm. Dcatr £=w. 6(. I trodoctioa and Noces by R. J. Kaoviin;. 

Tbb Acts of thb Afo:>ti.bs. Edited by R. D. D. Dnmj Sew. t». 

R Rvkium. XL.A- Dtmf 2s». Tkxrd Thk Book or F^TKCTrL Edited H. A. Red 
xoc 6^ puh, M..A.., D.Iitt. D€mfw%em. tot.6^- 



Part II. — Fiction 



Rev. lafiX Aathor 
of 'Scepfcer- Reoarx.' BEHOLD THE 
DAYS COME Sc:^^ EJitun. Cr. sr«. 

A»MeBi(E. MariaX. SUSANNAH AND 

ONE OTUKR. FcmrtA Eaifum. Cr. 

9r0L fie 
THB BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

St€tmii EJi^'if. Cr. :r«'. tt. 
aiPRICIOCS a\ROLINE Stcfmd Edi- 

tarn, Cr. lew. €s. 
LOTE AND LOUISA. Stofmi Edttim. 

Cr. Sm^ 6i, 
PETER. A PARASITE. Cr. Sr». flr. 
THE BROWN E\TES OF MARY. TJUrJ 

EdOitm. Cr. 9r«. &r. 



Tme^iJk EJUim. C 



Kdi 



Cr. 



Cr. Stjl 



I KNOW A MAIDEN. 



Third Editiem. 



AMtnr tF.X Author of *Vice VersL* A 
EATARD FROM 







BENCAL. lOatfzateo ; 
PabTBXDGB. Third Editi^m, • 

~ A ROMAX M^-STERV. 
Cr,^Km. 6c j 

Editi0tu Cr. > 



'iEdilam. Cr.&w. 



CASTING OF NETS. 

3r«. 6s. 
DONNA DIANA. A A 

LOVE'S PROXY. A ^TevpEdit 
6c. 

; Barte-Os^CS.). .ARMINELL. Fi/ik 

Ediffmm. Cr. lew. 6t 
URITH. FMEdzHam. C«-. 8nr. 6c 
IN THE R6aR OF THE SE.A. t^MU 

Edtttgu. Cr. 3ew. 6s^ 
CHE.AP^J^K ZITA. F^nrtk Editim. 

M.ARGERY OF QUETHER. TAi^d 
Edxtieu. Cr. Sew. &r 

THE QL-EEN OF LOVE. Fifik 

Cr. Sr». 6r. 

JACQUETTA. Third £Mtimm. Cw 9mm. U. 
KI-rtY ALONE. KMk^^ 
NO&ML ISostrated. . 

^^5.c®i?iPPM.SQUIRE. 

DA^^I;g5rTDfLLs:" c?«. 

"^^S^^^^ TINNER. 
i^tcmmd Edt::0m. Cr. g^^ ^^ 



Cr. 



6(. 

Cr. 



Ilbutnted. 



Third 



llhtetmed. 



Fiction 
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BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illu*- 

triited. Second Kdititn* Cr, %oo. 6s. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr, 9v0, 6i, 
WINEFKED. lUustrated. Smand Edition, 

Cr, %V0, 6s, 
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
MISS QUILLET. Illuntrmted. Cr. Zva. 6s, 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
IN DEWISLAND. S€COMd Edition, Cr. 

Zvo. 6s, 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. A Ntvo Edition, 6d. 

See alM Sbillins Novel*. 
Barnett <Edlth L), A WILDERNESS 

WINNER. Second Edition. C>. 8tv. 6s. 
BarrCJamec). l^UGHING THROUGH 

A WILDERNESS. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Bmrr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6*. 
THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition, 

Cr, BtfO. 6s. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Eourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Illu»trated. Third Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
See alao Shilling NoveU and S. Crane. 
Bcffbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 

OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr,Bvo. 6s. 
BcUoc(HllalreV, EMMANUELBURDEN. 

MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 

G, K. CHEbTBKTuN. Socomd Edition. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
Benson (B. P.) DODO. Fi/Uenth Edition. 

Cr. Bfo, 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
THE CAPS IN A. Second EdiL Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Benson (Mamret). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr.%t'o. y,6d. 
Bretherton (Ralph). THE MILL. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s, 
Barton (J. Bleandelle). THE FATE 

OF VALSEC. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
^ct also Shilling Novels. 

Capes (Bernard). Author of *Tbe Lake of 
^Wine.' THE EXTRAORDINARY CON. 

FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. Third 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6r. 
A J AY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed, Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
LCSaVES and FISHES. Second Edition, 

Cr. 8fv. d*. 
A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 

the' GREAT SKENE MYSTERY. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Charfton (Randall). MAVK. Second Edi- 

tion. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
Clieenoy(Weatlierinr)u THE TRAGEDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 

Bvo, 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See alio Shilling Novels. 
CorelU (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORI.DS. Twenty-Seventh Edition. Cr, 

Bvo. 6s, 



VENDETTA. Twenty-Fi/lh Edition. Cr. 

BtfO. 6s. 
TH ELM A. Thirty.Set>enth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 

6s, 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 

SELF. Seventeenth Edition, Cr.Btfo. ts. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fourteenth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
WORMW(X)D. Fi/leenthEd. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Forty-second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-second 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Tenth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 

SUPREMACY, isoth Thousmnd. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
GOD'S (;OOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 

STORY. Eleventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6« 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twonty-nxth Edi- 
tion. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
BOY : a Sketch. Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
CAMEOS Twei^th Edition. Cr, Bt-o, 6s. 
Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette 

Duncan. 
Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN 

AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). 

THE O' RUDDY. CrBvo. 6s. 
Crockett (S. R.). Author of 'The Raider^.' 

etc LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 

MENT. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
JOHAHii A, Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition. 

Cr, Bco. 6s. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Third 

Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixth 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr, 

Bvo. \s. 6d, 
Crosbie(Mary). DISCIPLES. Second Ed. 

Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Cr, Bvo, Of. 6d, 
Deane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Doyle (A. Conan). Author of 'Sherlock 

Holmes/ *The White Company/ etc 

ROUND THE RED LAMPT Tenth 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
Dnncan (Sara Jeanoette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s. See also Shilling Novels. 
Flndlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 

OF BALGOWRIE. Fi/th Edition, 

Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 

Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6c. 
See aLfo ShUling Novels. 
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PtodlirtM' (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 
Third Edition. Cr. %V0., 6s. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Bditi0n, 

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. With 8 lUus. 
trations. Second EdUUn. Cr, %O0, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Pitziwtrick (K.) THE WEANS AT 
ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Seumd Edi- 
twiu Cr. %V0. 6s. 

Pnmds (M. E.). STEPPING WEST- 

WARD. Stciul EdUi9iu Cr.Szfo, 6s. 
Praser (Mrs. Huffh), Author of* The Stolen 

Emperor.* THE SLAKING OF THE 

SWORD. Cr. Sw. 6s. 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Third Editum. Crtnvn Sow. 6s. 

Pnller-Maltlaiul (Ella), Author of ' The 
DavBookofBethiaHardacre.' BLANCHE 
ESMEAD. Sectmd Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

Oates (Eleanor), Author of 'The Biography 
of a Prairie Girl." THE PLOW- WOMAN. 
Cr. Zv0, 6s. 

Qerard (Dorothea), Author of * Lady Baby.' 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 

Cr. %vo. 6s. 
MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Svc. 6s. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zifo. 6s. 
See aUo Shilling Novels. 

Qlssinf (Qeorge), Author of 'Demos/ 'In 
the Year of Jubilee,' etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Ed. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

aiclg (Charles). BUNTERS CRUISE. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 3X. 6d. 

Hamilton (M.), Author of 'Cut Laurels.' 
THE FIRST CLAIM. Second Edition. 
Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 

MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 

TANCE MAN. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
THE SCHOLARS DAUGHTER. Fourth 

Edition, Cr. BiMf. 6s. 

Harrod (P.) (Prances Porbes Robertson). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. 
Btfo. dr. 

Herbertson (A^nes Q.). PATIENCE 
DEAN. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition. 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bz>o. 6s. 
FELIX. FtyHh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Si.rth 

Edition. Cr. Bt'o. 6s, 
BYE WAYS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Fi/ttenth 

Edit ton. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Sevewik 
Edition. Cr. 8tw. 6s. 

Hope (Antbooy). THR GOD IN THK 
CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8mi 6s. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Editim. 
Cr Bvo 6r 

A MAN OF MARK. F^h Ed. Cr.k».6s. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth jEdition. Cr. 8mi 6*. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Miixtf. 
Sixth Edition. Cr-. Bvo, 6f . 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Seventh Ed^iee. 
Cr. 8vtf. 6s, 

THE KING'S MIRROR. J^^urth SdUim. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

?UISANTE. FoMP^h Edition. Cr. 9oo. fc 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. 8mu v. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Uh*- 
trated. Fourth Edition, Cr. 8«w. 6s. 

Hope (QrahamX Author of * A Caidiaal vrf 

hLs Conscience,' etc, etc THE LADY 

OFLYTE. Second Edition, Cr. 8Mi <•• 
Housman (Clemenoe). THE LIFE OF 

SIR AGLO VALE DEGALia Cr.Bvo.U, 
Hyne (C J. Cotcllffffe). Author of 'Capcaii 

Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS. PURSER 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. C*. ^ro. 6k 
Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CAR(X)Rs 

Ti%}enty- Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo. v. 6/. 
SEA URCHINS. Fourteenth Ediiiom.. Cr. 

8rv. -xs. 6d. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illostratad. 

Seventh Edition. Cr. Bt*e. -is. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. IlluslSted. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Ei^hthEdi- 

tion. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seoemtk 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. BxfO. 2S. 6d. 
AT SUNWICH PORT. IllastraieJ. 

Seventh Editiom. Cr. 8rv. jj. 6d. 

James (Henr^). THE SOFT SIDE, Sece^ 

Edition. Cr. 8tY>. 6s. 
THK BETTER SORT. Cr. Bvo. 6s 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Editifn. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third EdiUc*^ 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT 
EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 

Kester (Vausrban). THE FORTUNES 

OF THE LANDRAYS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Lawless (Hon. Emily). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Le Oueux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. Third Edition. Cr. 

Zoo. 6s, 

THE CLOSED BOOK. T/tird Editien. 
Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
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GALLEY OF THE SHADOW, 
ated. Third Edition, Cr. Sim. U, 
D THE THRONE. Third EdUi^m, 

YMts (S.). ORRAIN. StcmuL 
m, Cr, bv0, 6f . 

(Jack), Author of * The Call of the 
'The Sea Wolf/ etc. WHITE 
y. Fourth Edition. Cr, 9vo. 6f . 

3. V.X LISTENER'S LURE: An 
le Narrmlion. Crown ^oo. Fourth 
*M. Cr, %vo. 6s. 

34IUI). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
SLIST. ^zmd Thousand, Cr, Svo. 

qr (JiMtiil H.X Author of ' If I were 
THE LADY OK LOYALTY 
SE. IllustratecL Third Edition, Cr, 
is. 
ElYAD. Socond Edition, Cr,%vo. ts. 

■M (Ronald). THE SEA MAID. 

'Edition. Cr, 8tv. bs. 

AN TRINITY. Second Edition. 

t*litaii(S.). THE FORTUNE OF 
TINAMACNAB. Fourth Edition, 
«. 6s, 

JMcaa). COLONEL ENDERBY'S 
n Fourth Edition, Cr. %oo, 6s. 
<ISEL OF PERFECTION. New 
n. Cr. itfo. 6s. 

%GES OF SIN. Fi/Uenth Edition. 
9, 6s. 

ARISSIMA. Fi/th Edition, Cr. 

\s, 

iTELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi- 

tISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

[ADY. Seventh Edition. Cr,%vo, 6^. 

also Books for Bo>'s and Girls. 

lr«.M. e.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

t Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

r ESTATE. A New Edition. 

9, 6s. 

RISH OF HILBY. A New Edition, 

f, 6s. 

iRISH NURSE. Fourth Edition, 

u 6s. 

lA'SJANK. Cr.Btfo. 6s, 

CTER HOWARD. Cr.%vo, 6s. 

FER'S TALE. A Now Edition, 

MOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 
n, Cr. %xHt. 6s. 

T HONEYPOT. Third Ed. Cr. 
r. See also Books for Boys and GirU. 
EMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 

;LAM0R£ portraits. Third 
n, Cr. Zxfo. 6s. 

i (Charles), Author of *The 
0.* GENEVRA. Second Edition, 

Rkbard). THE TWICKENHAM 
AGE. Second Edition, Cr,Zvo. 6s. 
ARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 

n, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 



A DUEL. Cr 8tv. 6f. 

IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. Third 

Edition, Cr. 9tfO, 6s. 
See abo Shilluig Novels. 
Mason (A. B. WT). Author of 'The Four 

Featben,' etc. CLEMENTINA, lllus- 

trated. Second Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
Mathers (Helen), Author of * Coinin' thru' 

the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition, 

Cr. %oo. 6s* 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. Zxw, 

6s, 
THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition, Cr, 

8vA 6s, 
TALLY-HO! Fourth Edition. Cr,%s>c 6s. 
Maxwell (W. B.), Author of 'The Ragged 

MesMnger.' VIVIEN. Eighth Edition. 

Cr. %oo. 6s, 
THE RA(K;ED MESSENGER. Third 

Edition, Cr.%oo, 6s, 
FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, 8tw. 6c 
THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi- 
tion, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. Fourth 

Edition, Cr, 9^*0. 6s, 
ODD LENGTHS. SecondEd, Cr, Bvo, ts. 
Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8ov. 61; 
RESURGAM. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
VKrrORY. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

See albo Bookt for Boys and Girls. 
Melton (R.). CiESAR'S WIFE. Second 

Edition, Cr, Sew. 6s, 
Meredith (BUIs). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. Third 

Edition, Cr. Bpo. 6s, 
'Miss Molly' (The Author of% THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Cr, Boo, 6s. 
MltfordCBertnun). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, xs. 6d. 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Cr. Bx*o. 6s, 
THE RED DERELKTT. Second Edition, 

Cr. Bxw, 6s. 
Montresor (P. P.), Author of 'Into the 

Hi^hwm and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 

Thsrd Edition, Cr, Srw. 6s. 
Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr,&vo, 6s. 
A CHILD OF THE JAOO. Fi/th Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
CUNNING MURRELI. Cr. Sew. 6s. 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi 

tioH, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8cw. 6s. 
NesUt (B.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. %vo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Norris(W.B.]i. HARRY AND URSULA. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
OUIvant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Ninth 

Editims, Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
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OMMOlMtai (E. PMllira). MASTER OF 

HEN. Fourth Editwm. Cr,9io0, 6r. 
OxealuuB (JohnX Author of 'Barbe of 

Grand Bayoo.' A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Sec0nd Edition. Cr, 2vo. 6t. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fifth 

Edition, Cr. %vo. 6$, 
PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontbpiece 

in photogravure by Hakolo Copping. 

Fourth Edition, Cr, 8vo. 6s, 
THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece 

bv Harold Copping. Third Edition. 

Cr, Boo, 6s, 
Pftln (Barry). LINDLEY KAYS. Third 

Edition. Cr, Boo, 6s, 
Plu-ker fOllbert). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s, 
MRS. FALCHION. Fi/lh Edition, Cr,Stfo. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Third Edition, Cr. 8ev. 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 

trated. //inih Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTI AC : 

The Story of a Lost N^ioleon. Sixth 

Elation, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 

Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. IUu3. 

trated. Fifteenth Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 

Fifth Edition, Cr. Btfo, 6s, 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Second Edition, Cr.Zvo, xs.6d, 
PMBberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
I CROWN THEE KING. With lUustra. 

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 

Cr, 8vo. 6s, 
Philipotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS. 

Third Edition, Cr.Svo, 6s, 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Ff/th Edi- 
tion, Cr. Btfo. 6s, 
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. ZtH>, 6s. 
SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE RIVER. Third Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. 6ro. 6s. 
KNOCK AT A VENTURE. WithaFrontis- 

piece. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo, 6s. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. ,. 

Plckthall (Mamiadttke). SATD THE 
FISHERMAN. Sixth Edition. Cr.Bvo, 

6s. 
BRENDLR. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. Third Edi- 
tion, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 



•Q.' Author of * Dead Man's Rode' THI 

WHITE WOLF. SteomdJSdUimu O. 

9vo, w» 
THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fmmrik Mdiiion. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
MERRY GARDEN AND OTHER 

STORIES. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
Rawsoa (Maad Stepney), Author of *k 

Lady of the Regency.' 'The Laboarar's 

Comedy ' etc THE ENCHANTU) 

GARDEN. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Rhys (QnuK). THE WOOING OF 

SHEILA. Second Edition. Cr. 8mv 6l 
Ridffe (W. Pett). LOST PROPEklY. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
ERB. Second Edition, Cr, Bv». 6*. 
A SON OF THE STATE. 

Cr. Bvo, 3«. 6d. 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A No 

Cr. Boo. v. 6d, 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Ulustfalai 

Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Cr. Boo, 

T^E WICKHAMSES. Fourth Editkm. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Roberts (C. Q. D.). THE HEART OF 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr.Bvm, xs,U 
Rassell (W. Clark). MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART. lUustrated. Fifth 

Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. llloslrated. 

Second Edition, Cr, 6vo. 6s, 
ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. 8ml te 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 

Serveant (AdeUoe). BARBARA'S 

MONEY. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Sound 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Shannon. (W.P. THE MESS DECK. 
Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Shelley(Bertha). ENDERBY. Third Ed 
Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

5ldffwlck (Mrs. Alfred), Author of 'Ct» 
tbia's Way.' THE KINSMAN. With I 
Illustrations by C E. Brock. Third Ed 
Cr. Brrc. 6s. 

Sonnlchsen (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA- 
BONDS. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 

Sunbary (QeorM). THE HA'PENNY 
MILLIONAIRE. Cr.Bvo, js.6d, 

Urqahart (M.). A TRAGEDY IN GOM- 
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6c 

Walneman(Paal). THE SONG OF THE 
FOREST. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

See also ShiUing Novels. 

Walts (E.C.). THE ANCIENT LAND. 
MARK : A Kentucky Romaooe. Cr. Bva 
6s. 
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n Grmno Wku. or DoKmn. By Ui 

W. K. CliSoKl. SiamJ EJUitn. 

iLv X GuuD-RoOH Doo. By Kdith 



Booka toe Boys and Qirls 

lUtuirattd. Croam 8m. y. 60. 

iH : Or, dw Bar <Hu voold DM |e 

UrG-HunUaFsmi. 

'^- By Mri. Molawsnh. 



rES. 



THE JULirr. By Hniiy 
By Lorn UiIeL SictmJ 



A GiiL or THi PtOTLX. By L. T. Moil*. 

Hehv Gim. B*L.T. Uudb v.td. 
Thb Hohouiakli HiK. By I. T. Huda. 

TKnttvisaia iL^mata. By Un. U. E. 

Msnn. 
WiiRN Aiwoui conn Home. By tin. H. B. 



Tm AoiBHTuiin or Capt 

Th Bi>d or Fa-ti. 
Thb Black Tulif. 
Thh Castlb Of ErnrrEiH. 
Cathrmmr Blum. 
Ckill 



I D-Hai 






of Iha Kfg«Dt'> DiusliICT. 
Louisa DE la ValliIiii. Beini th* lint 

Uouble ValuEH. 



The Mouth of Hill. 
Nanoh. Doubltnlimw 
Pauline ; Pascal BauHo : and Bohtckoe. 

PiREURUIHE. , 

Th( Kihiniscimcis or Ahtoky. 

Robin Hood. 

The Showbau. uid SuLTANBTTA. 



■Tnont. Witb i loni 



Hethoeii'i Sl^Mimr Books 



Inlroductioa by Anlrvw Lung. DoubJt 
VEHiv Yeah Ami. Double toluma. 



AlbBnul (E. M.X LOVE AND LOUISA. 

Aiuua (Jane). PRIDE AND PRE- 
JUDICE. 

Bant (RkhBTd). A KOM AN MYSTERY. 

Banonr (Andrew). BY STROKE OP 
SWORD. 

Barlnr-ODuld (S.X FURZE BLOOM. 

CHRAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTV ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BHOOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR O? THE SEA. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALKS. Illnitrucd. 

J.ITTLK TU-PENNV, 

THE FROBISHERS 

WINEFKED. 

But (Robert). JRNNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST, 
m THE MIDST OF AI.ARMS. 



JAPAN. 
Burton (J. Blooodrik). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
Catlya(MrE).,CIeu'). ANNE HAULE- 

■ -ME LAKE OF 



n. W. K.k i 



FLASH OF 



WNE. 
Cllllord (Mn. 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIMF. 
CodBaU (F. Norrni). ~ 

KNIGHTS. 
CarbMt UollMiX A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 
CralnrrMrs. B. M.X PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SRCRKT. 



THE NIGGER 
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ANOEL. 

JOHANNA. 

Kiiite (Allffhtori). THE VISION OF 

DANTETCanrX 
Dovto (A. CMum). ROUND THE RED 

LAMP. 
DoBom (Sara Jeannetto). A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION. 
THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 
Bitot (Qcorge). THE MILL ON THE 

FLOSS 
Plodlater' (Jan* H.). THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 
aaIlon<Toiii). RICKERRV'S FOLLY. 
Qaakall(Mrs.). CRANFORD. 
MARY BARTON. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 
Oarard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRL 

MONY. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
MADE OF MONEY. 
OioatacCaoorffo). THE TOWN TRAVEL. 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. 

QtaBvlllo (Eroeat). THE INCA'S 

TREASURE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
Qlalg (CharlM). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Qwimm (Tha Brottacra). GRIMM'S 

FAIRY TALES, lllastrated. 
Hapa (Aothony). A MAN OF MARK. 
A CHANGE OF AIR. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 
Hamump (B. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 

NO TALES. 
lapaliain (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 

DAVID. 
LaQMUxCW.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. 
Lavatt-Yeats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S 

WAY. 
Unton (B. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS- 

TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 
LyaU(Bdiia). DERRICK VAUGH AN. 
MalatCLocaa). THE CARISSIMA. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 
Mann (Mrs. M. B.). MRS. PETER 

HOWARD. 
A LOST ESTATE. 
THE CEDAR STAR. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. 
Marchmofit (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 

LEVS SECRET. 
A MOMENT'S ERROR. 
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 

jacxTb fai-thful 

Marah(Rleliard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. 
THE GODDESS. 
THE JOSS. 
A METAMORPHOSIS. 



Maaao(A«B.W.). CLEMENTINA 

Matbara (Hako). HONEY. 

GRIFF OP GRIFFITHSCOURT. 

SAM'S SWEETHEART. 

Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT. 

MItford (Bertran). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. 
Montrasor(P. P.). THE ALIEN. 
Moore( Arthur). THE GAY DECEIVERS. 
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 

THE WALL. 
Nesbit(B.). THE RED HOUSE. 
Norris(W. E.). HIS GR.VCE. 
GILES INGILIJY. 

THE CRKDIT OF THE COUNTY. 
LORD LEONARD. 
MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
Ollphant(Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 
THE PRODIGALS. 
Oppenhelm (E. PhlUips). MASTER OF 

MEN. 
Parker (Qllbart). THE POMP OP THE 

LAVILETTEo 
WHEN VALMONDCAMETOPONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Pamberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. 
I CROWN THEE KING. 
Phillpotta (Bden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 



J(W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATF- 



•Q.» THE WHITE WOLF. 

RTdjpal 

LOST PROPERTY. 

GEORGE AND THE GENERAL. 

Russell (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT 

SEA. 
ABANDONED. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 
Sereeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF 

BEECHWOOD. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 

lUoitrated. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 

Illustrated. 
ASK MAMMA. I11ustrate<l. 
Valentine (Major E. S.). VELDT AND 

LAAGER. 
WaHordCMrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 
COUSINS. 

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 
Wallace (General Lew). BRN-HUR. 
THE FAIR GOD. 
Watson (H. B. Marriot). THE ADVEN- 

TURERS. 
Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR. 
Wells(H.a.). THESTOLEN BACILLUS. 
White (Percy). A PASSIONATE 

PILGRIM. 
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